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PREFACE, 


This  Edition  of  Livingston's  Poems  was  undertaken  at  the 
request  of  Colin  Hay,  Esq.,  Ardbeg,  Islay,  a  friend  and 
admirer  of  the  Bard.  Mr  Hay  was  anxious  that  a  complete 
edition  of  the  Bard's  poetry  should  be  in  the  hands  of  his 
counti'ymen,  and  after  consultation  with  the  Islay  Association, 
under  whose  auspices  the  book  appears,  it  was  resolved  to 
ask  me  to  undertake  the  work.  With  considerable  reluctance 
I  consented.  The  many  and  varied  duties  devolving  upon  me, 
made  me  hesitate  in  adding  to  them  a  work  that  would  require 
time  and  attention  greater  than  I  could  well  spare.  The 
unsettled  state  of  Gaelic  orthography,  and  the  knowledge 
that  many  critics  are  always  ready  to  assail  any  Gaelic  effort, 
as  well  as  Livingston's  own  peculiar  spelling  and  punctuation 
in  the  editions  issued  under  his  own  revision,  caused  me  to 
shrink  from  the  task.  The  work  was,  however,  undertaken 
and  carried  on  amid  many  interruptions,  and  is  now  pre- 
sented to  William  Livingston's  Countrymen  as  a  memorial 
of  the  "  Islay  Bard."  In  looking  over  the  Book  very  many 
blemishes  appear  that  escaped  notice  until  too  late  t  o 
remedy  them.     Such  as  it  is,  we  send  it  forth  to  the  Gaelic 


Ti.  PREFACE. 

reading  public,  in  tlie  hope  that  the  faults  of  the  Editor  will 
be  overlooked  for  the  excellency  of  the  poetry,  and  that 
Livingston's  Poems  may  obtain  that  popularity  which  they 
so  well  deserve.  Several  notes  are  given  throughout  the 
work,  which  may  help  to  the  better  understanding  of  the 
poems  which  they  refer  to.  The  notes  with  no  initials  ap- 
pended are  the  Bard's  own.  Special  thanks  are  due  to  Mr 
Nigel  MacNeill  for  having  placed  in  oiu-  hands  several  of  Liv  - 
ingston's  manuscripts  which  he  possessed,  and  for  heli)ing  to 
aiTange  the  pieces,  and  also  to  Mr  Sinclair,  the  Printer,  for 
his  attention  and  care.  The  volume  contains  all  that  LÌA-ing- 
ston  wrote  or  composed  of  Gaelic  poetry,  as  far  as  we  could 
discover.  In  this  respect  the  work  is  as  complete  as  it  well 
could  be.  The  Islay  Association  has  set  a  good  example  to 
the  other  Celtic  Associations  of  the  City,  in  thus  issuing 
the  works  of  the  Bard  of  their  native  Island.  We 
trust  it  is  but  the  pioneer  of  similar  efforts  on  the  part  of 
other  Associations,  and  as  such  we  claim  for  the  Book  the 
special  indulgence  of  all  lovers  of  Gaelic. 

R.  BLAIR. 


AN     CLAR-INNSIDH. 


Taobh- 
duilleag. 

Memoir, ix 

Na  Lochlannaich  an  He, 1 

Cath  Monadh  Bhraca, 37 

Blkr  DhaU  Eigh, 46 

Cath  Allt-a'-Bhauuaich, 55 

Blàr  Shunadail, 61 

Blàr  Thrà,igh  Ghruineart, 101 

Cath  Thorn  Ealachaidh, 112 

Duan  Geall, 116 

Cuimhneachan  Bhraid-Alba, 120 

Rann  Marbh-thaisg  Donnachaidh  Mhic  Bhlàir,     -         -         -  133 

Kannan,     -         -         - 136 

Rann  Marbh-thaisg  Iain  Luim,   - 139 

Oran, 140 

Leacan  uaighean  nam  Bard, 142 

Oran  Comunn  nam  Fineachan  Gàidhealach,          -         -         -  146 

Soraidh  Dhonnachaidh  do  Chòmhal,    -         -         -         -         -  148 

Mos  thun  a'  Bhàird, 151 

Oran  Bean  a'  Bhàird, 156 

Oran  ùr, 160 


viiL  AN  CLAR-INNSIDH. 

Taobh- 

duUleag. 

Oran  do  Artt  MacLachaiun, 164 

Eòghain  bhuail  thu, 166 

TighChaUein,    - 168 

Oran  do  Dhòmhnitll  Mac  Dhiannaid,           ....  171 

Rannan  do  uaislean  Comunn  nan  GMdheal,          -         -         -  174 

Comhradh  air  Fksachadli  na  Gb,idhealtaclid,          -         -         -  176 

Duan  Geall,  no  Còmhradh  uaigneach,          ....  182 

Rann  Cruinneachaidh  Comunn  nam  Fiann,          -         -         -  186 

Sìiisde  Chonain, 189 

Mocheirigh  Fhinn, 192 

Cònihradli, 19.3 

Fhilte  Mhàiri  Xic  Xeachtaiu, 197 

Rann  do  Eoghan  Mac  Cuirrich, 199 

Rannan  do  Uilleam  Mac  'llle  Chriosd,          ....  201 

Eirinn  a'  gul, 205 

Tigh  Dhòmhnuill, 207 

Rannan  do  Iain  Mac  lonmhuinn, 209 

Iain  òg, 211 

Par  nig  nan  Dealbh, 212 

Bran, 213 

An  t-Oirceau, 215 

Drid-fhortsiQ  Imhir  a'  Racain, 216 

A'  Mhaighdean  Teach, 234 

Iain  Eòrna,         - 235 

Sine  Bhòidheach,        - 237 

Soraidh  bhuan  do  Lochabar,        ......  239 


MEMOIR. 


In  the  Parish  of  Kilarrow  and  Island  of  Ishxy,  not  far  from 
the  viUage  of  Bowmore,  there  is  a  calm  and  peaceful  valley, 
formed  by  the  green  slopes  of  Grobols  and  Talant  on  the  one 
hand,  and  the  craggy  wooded,  knolls  of  Gortlost  on  the  other. 
In  this  valley  lies  the  farm  of  Gartmain.  The  farm  house 
stands  on  a  small  eminence  in  the  centre  of  the  vale,  looking 
towards  the  north  across  the  beautiful  Lochindaal  to  the  grassy 
declivities  of  the  Rhinns,  whose  heights  of  Ben  Tartaville, 
and  the  hills  of  Glen  Oiseimail,  trending  doAvn  towards 
Coinnespy  and  Sunderland,  close  the  view  in  this  direction. 
Away  behind,  the  valley  stretches  out  into  a  plain  that 
extends  across  Mulindry  and  Kilinan  to  the  base  of  Ben 
Bhàin,  the  highest  hill  in  Islay,  whose  dark  and  heath-clad 
steeps  form  the  back  grovmd.  It  was  on  this  farm  that 
William  Livingston,  first  saw  the  light.  His  father  James 
Livingston,  who  wrought  as  a  Joiner  upon  the  Islay  estate, 
in  the  pay  of  that  most  princely  of  Highland  Lairds,  Walter 
Campbell  of  Shawfield,  occupied  a  cottage  at  Gartmain. 
His  mother's  name  was  Christina  MacFadyen.  His  father, 
although  a  common  joiner,  seems  to  have  been  a  clever, 
shrewd,  well-educated  man  for  his  station  in  life.  He  had  a 
large  family,  and  he  gave  them  all  a  fair  education.  William, 
according  to  his  own  statement,  being  the  least  educated  of 
them.  He  was  a  wild,  restless  boy,  who  could  hardly  be  in- 
duced to  go  to  school  at  all,  and  did  little  good  when  there. 


Such  is  his  own  account  of  his  eai'ly  youth.  He 
was  bom  in  the  month  of  September,  1808.  The 
exact  date  of  his  birth  cannot  be  determined,  but  the  Session 
records  bear  that  he  was  baptised  on  the  15th  of  September, 
1808  ;  and  as  it  was  the  invariable  custom  in  those  days  to 
baptise  chiklren  about  the  eighth  day,  it  is  probable  that  he 
was  born  about  the  7th  or  8th  of  the  month.  His  first  years 
were  doubtless  spent  as  those  of  most  country  children  are, 
"  paidlin'  in  the  burn,"  "  puin'  the  gowans  fine,"  bird- 
nesting,  and  running  about  the  pebbly  shore,  being  his  chief 
occupations.  He  thus  grew  iip  healthy  and  strong  under  the 
most  favourable  conditions.  It  is  not  knoivn  what  school  he 
attended.  Probably  one  of  those  side-adventiire  schools  that 
were  at  that  time  very  common  in  Islay.  The  parish  school 
of  Bowmore  was  within  easy  reach,  but  whether  William 
attended  there  or  not  we  failed  to  ascertain.  This  school  was 
then,  and  for  many  years  after,  famous  for  the  high-class  in- 
struction conveyed  in  it.  Under  the  charge  of  such  men  as 
Messrs  Fulton,  MacKay,  Russell,  and  Tajdor,  for  several 
generations,  it  upheld  the  character  of  being  one  of  the  best 
classical  schools  in  the  West.  It  is  probable  that  the  Bard 
may  have  attended  this  school  for  a  winter  or  two,  but  if  so, 
the  branches  he  studied  must  have  been  of  the  most  elemen- 
tary kind.  He  was  early  sent  out  to  herd  cows.  Whilst 
engaged  at  this  occupation  he  beguiled  the  time  by  courting 
the  Muse.  His  first  effort  in  tliis  way  is  given  in  this  volume, 
and,  although  the  verses  are  of  no  very  high  order  of  merit, 
they  are  interesting,  as  shewing  the  truth  of  the  old  adage, 
"  Pueta  naticitur  noiifit."  His  father  was  anxious  that  all  his 
sons  should  learn  some  trade.  The  trade  selected  for,  or  by 
William  was  that  of  a  tailor.  In  those  days,  when  most  of 
the  cloth  used  was  manufactured  at  home,  it  was  the  habit  of 
tailors  to  go  from  farm  to  farm,  and  clachan  to  clachan, 
according  as  their  services  were  required.  The  master  and 
liis  apprentice  would  take  up  their  abode  in  the  house  of  their 
employers,  \intil  all  who  needed  new  suits  in  the  family  were 


provided  for.  On  these  occasions  the  house  in  which  the 
tailor  wi-ought  was  generally  the  centre  of  attraction  in  the 
hamlet.  Thither  all  the  young  people,  and  sometimes  old  as 
well,  went  to  spend  the  evening  in  a  friendly  ceilidh.  Song 
and  repartee,  story  and  legend,  guesses  and  conundrums, 
helped  to  make  the  time  pass  lightly  and  merrily.  We  may 
safely  assume  that  the  apprentice  boy's  tongue  was  not  the 
most  silent  in  those  gatherings,  nor  his  answers  the  least 
witty.  Although  this  was  not  the  best  school  to  teach  a 
young  boy  discretion  and  self-control,  doubtless  a  certain 
rude  education  was  given.  The  witty  answers  helped  to 
quicken  the  faculties,  and  the  many  tales  of  the  olden  time 
awakened  in  the  Bard's  mind  that  love  of  country,  and  that 
fondness  of  its  early  history  which  to  the  last  were  so  charac- 
teristic of  him.  According  to  his  own  account  he  was  at  this 
time  wild,  tricky,  and  full  of  mischief  ;  a  great  favourite  in 
the  houses  where  his  master  wrought,  and  much  sought  after 
in  social  gatherings.  Coming  home  one  Hallowe'en  night 
from  some  merrymaking,  he  had  the  misfortune  to  overturn 
a  creel  that  was  on  his  master's  kitchen-floor,  under  which  a 
young  pig  was  contined.  The  door  being  open,  the  pig 
escaped,  and  was  lost  in  the  darkness.  The  master  was 
furious  ;  there  and  then  he  turned  his  apprentice  to  the  door, 
and  William  had  his  revenge  by  composing  the  song  entitled 
"An  t-Oircein,"  some  verses  of  which  are  preserved  in  this 
volume.  This  adventure  put  an  abrupt  termination  to  his 
apprenticeship.  He  resolved  to  seek  his  fortune  in  the  Low 
Country,  and  left  his  native  island  with  a  light  purse  but  a 
resolute  heart.  The  many  stories  he  had  heard  of  the  heroes 
of  the  olden  time  were  not  forgotten  by  him,  and  now  that 
he  was  within  the  reach  of  books,  he  resolved  to  make  him- 
self acquainted  with  the  history  of  his  country.  Although 
daily  working  at  his  trade  he  determined  to  make  up  for  the 
neglect  of  early  days  by  stiidying  hard.  He  read  with 
avidity  every  old  history  he  could  lay  hands  upon.  Coining 
across  some  of  the  ancient  chronicles  written  in  Latin,  he 


made  up  his  mind  that  he  would  so  far  ma-  ter  that  hinguage 
as  to  understand  what  they  said  in  the  original  With  a 
pluck  that  did  him  much  credit,  he  faced  the  Roman 
tongue,  and  although  in  iironunciation  and  "quantity"  he 
would  shock  the  sensibilities  of  Latinists,  yet  he  became  so 
well  acquainted  with  it  as  to  be  able  to  understand  and  trans- 
late ecclesiastical  and  mediajval  Latin  much  better  than  many 
who  have  studied  under  much  greater  advantages.  He  also 
taiight  himself  a  smattering  of  Greek  and  Hebrew.  He 
was  not  very  skilful  in  these  languages,  but  he  knew 
them  svifficiently  to  be  able,  by  the  aid  of  his  lexicon, 
to  translate  fairly  portions  of  Scripture.  In  his  fondness 
for  Gaelic  he  resolved  to  learn  if  possible  the  cognate 
languages,  and,  therefore,  he  turned  his  attention  to  Welsh 
and  French.  The  present  writer  remembers  calling  upon 
him  in  his  little  garret  at  68  Dale  Street,  Tradeston, 
Glasgow,  and  finding  himself  and  his  wife  busily  engaged 
in  translating  a  French  history  of  the  Druids.  He  could 
not  be  called  learned  in  any  of  these  languages,  but  con- 
sidering his  disadvantages  and  the  hard  struggle  he  had 
to  maintain  for  bare  existence,  his  acquirements  in  them  did 
him  much  credit.  He  was  particularly  well  acquainted  with 
the  early  history  of  Scotland  and  with  the  legends  and 
monkish  stories  of  those  far  off  times,  all  of  which  William 
believed  as  veritable  history,  provided  they  reflected  any 
honour  upon  old  Scotland.  Indeed  he  lived  so  entirely  in 
those  rude  times  that  he  imbibed  a  spirit  of  the  most  intense 
hatred  towards  England  and  everything  English.  No  Irish 
Home  Ruler  ever  hated  the  Saxon  more  than  the  Bard  did. 
This  blind  hatred  of  England  and  all  her  belongings  rendered 
him  incapable  of  taking  an  impartial  view  of  questions  of 
historj'  and  man-ed  very  considerably  his  reliability  as  Guide 
and  Historian.  He  overlooked  all  the  benefits  that  have 
accrued  to  both  nations  from  the  Union,  and  saw  only  in  it 
evil  and  that  unmitigated.  It  was  a  very  sore  point  with  him, 
as  it  is  with  most  jiatriotic  Scots,   that  in  making  mention 


of  the  public  service,  Scotland,  as  well  as  Ireland,  is  ignored. 
Nothing  excited  the  Bard  more  than  to  read  of  "  The  Queen 
of  England,"  "  The  English  Anny,"  "  The  English  Navy," 
&c.  Many  a  strong  letter  api^eared  from  his  pen  in  the 
correspondence  columns  of  the  Newspapers  of  his  day  in 
regard  to  this.  To  such  an  extent  did  he  carry  this  hatred 
of  the  English  that  he  would  hardly  allow  that  such  a  person 
as  an  original  English  writer  or  thinker  ever  existed.  When 
instances  were  adduced  of  vigour  of  mind,  on  the  part  of  men 
who  were  English,  he  generally  took  refuge  in  the  discovery  of 
some  Scottish  Ancestor  of  theirs  to  whom  they  owed  any  traces 
of  ability  they  possessed.  The  only  exception  he  allowed  was 
John  Bunyan.  Once  that  this  question  was  keenly  debated, 
the  Bard's  opponent  knew  that  he  admitted  the  power  and 
originality  of  Bunyan,  and  consequently  adduced  him  as 
instancing  the  originality  of  thought  of  an  Englishman,  the 
Bard  turned  the  laugh  against  his  opponent  by  throwing 
himself  back  ujjon  his  chair  with  a  look  of  supreme  contempt 
and  exclaiming,  "  Oh  yes  indeed,  the  tinker  that  he  was." 
Great  allowance  must  be  made  for  him  when  his  imperfect 
training  is  taken  into  account.  The  want  of  early  culture 
gave  a  bias  to  his  whole  character  that  clung  to  him  through 
life.  Naturally  he  was  of  a  distrustful  suspicious  nature, 
and  the  hardships  he  had  to  strive  against  did  not  tend  to 
lessen  this  disposition.  He  could  hardly  brook  a  co-worker, 
not  to  say  a  rival  in  any  iield  whatever.  Hence  he  was  j^er- 
petually  at  war  with  his  brother  Celts,  who  made  any  attempt 
at  cultivating  Gaelic  literature.  Many  stories  bordering  upon 
the  ridiculous  might  be  told  of  the  various  manifestations  of 
this  spirit  on  the  part  of  the  Bard.  It  must  be  confessed  too, 
that  at  times  he  was  not  over  scrupulous  as  to  the  means 
employed  to  circumvent  one  whom  he  fancied  to  be  an 
opponent.  These  matters  need  not  now  be  too  closely 
looked  into,  as  William  and  most  of  his  cotemporaries 
have  passed  away  to  the  quiet,  calm  beyond,  where  envy  and 
jealousy  disturb  not,  and  where  ''the  weaiy  are  at  rest." 


We  Tvould  rather  saj',  as  one  towards  Tvliom  the  Bard  evinced 
the  most  intense  and  implacahle  hatred  -was  "n-ont  to  affirm, 
"  William  has  many  good  qualities,  let  us  take  all  the  good  we 
find  in  him  and  let  the  rest  alone."  When  this  gentleman 
was  upon  his  deathbed,  the  Bard  visited  him  for  the  purpose 
of  being  reconciled.  It  transpired  in  the  course  of  conver- 
sation, that  the  motive  which  prompted  this  seemingly  gener- 
ous act  was  not  the  high  Cliristian  one  inculcated  by  New 
Testament  morality,  but  rather  a  superstitious  fear  on  the  part 
of  the  son  of  song,  that  there  might  be  a  possibility  of 
unwelcome  visits  from  the  unseen  world.  We  remember  the 
amused  expression  that  flitted  over  the  face  of  this  truly 
christian  man  as  he  related,  a  few  days  before  his  departure, 
the  visit  of  the  Bard  to  him,  and  the  assurance  he  gave  the 
Poet  that  he  would  not  disturb  him.  We  dwell  not  upon  these 
points  of  our  Author's  character,  considering  the  disadvantages 
he  laboured  under,  the  wonder  is  that  he  was  what  he  was. 

After  he  left  Islay  he  wi-ought  for  a  while  in  Dumbarton 
and  the  Vale  of  Leven.  He  resided  for  a  time  in  Arrochar, 
having  worked  his  way  up  through  Rob  Roy's  country,  so  as 
to  visit  for  himself  the  scenes  of  those  skirmishes  that  were 
at  one  time  so  common  on  the  Highland  Border.  We  next 
find  him  at  Comrie,  and  about  Stratheam.  Here  he  found  his 
helpmate,  and  indeed  it  would  not  have  been  easy  for  him  to 
have  fallen  in  with  one  that  better  suited  him.  She  entered 
into  all  his  enthusiasm  about  Celtic  and  Scottish  matters, 
and  had  the  most  implicit  faith  in  the  knowledge  and  judg- 
ment of  her  husband.  The  "  poor  muir  hen,"  as  he  delighted 
to  call  her  was  indeed  "  a  help  meet  for  him."  She  would 
give  a  helping  hand  at  his  trade,  or  write  to  his  dictation, 
either  Gaelic  or  English.  She  predeceased  himself  by  only  a 
few  months.  "SMien  a  shock  of  earthquake  was  felt  at 
Comrie,  William  could  no  longer  stay  there,  and  he  took  up 
his  ho\isehold  goods  and  came  to  Greenock.  He  resided  for 
a  number  of  years  in  that  town,  and  then  removed  to 
Glasgow   where   he   dwelt  until   the   end.      He   died   very 


suddenly  in  the  month  of  July,  1870,  and  was  laid  in  the 
same  grave  as  his  wife  in  Janefield  Cemetery  on  the  east  side 
of  Glasgow,  in  a  lair  purchased  for  them  by  Mr  Duncan 
Wliyte,  who  so  frequently  ministered  to  their  necessities 
during  their  life  time.  Shortly  after  his  death,  a  subscription 
was  set  on  foot,  chiefly  through  the  instrumentality  of  Messrs 
Duncan  Whyte  and  Malcolm  M.  Currie,  for  the  purpose  of 
erecting  some  memorial  of  him.  The  result  was  the  rearing 
of  the  Freestone  Obelisk  of  which  an  impression  is  given  in 
this  volume,  with  an  inscription  in  Gaelic  and  English  upon 
it,  setting  forth  the  fact  that  the  Bard  sleeps  at  its  base. 
On  one  side  of  the  stone  two  verses  from  his  own  elegy  on 
the  late  Rev.  Neil  Strachan  are  inscribed.  There  he  rests 
undisturbed  by  the  wrongs  of  the  English,  or  the  doings  of 
Highland  Depopulators,  waiting  calmly  the  advent  of  that  time 
when  "the  day  breaks  and  the  shadows  flee  away." 

That  William  Livingston  was  a  remarkable  man,  must  be 
admitted.  As  a  Gaelic  Bard  he  has  few  equals,  and  even  as  an 
English  writer,  he  had  a  force  and  a  power  that  indicated  a 
mind  possessed  of  considerable  vigour.  He  cannot  be  uiiheld 
as  possessed  of  either  a  polished  or  graceful  style  of  English, 
but  his  "  Vindication  of  the  Celtic  Character  "  displays  a 
considerable  grasp  of  that  language.  He  wi-ote  also  a  history 
of  Scotland,  which  he  attempted  to  publish  in  parts,  but 
which  failed  for  lack  of  sufficient  subscribers.  Five  parts  of 
it  saw  the  light.  What  became  of  the  manuscript  we  failed 
to  ascertain.  It  is  a  pity  that  it  was  lost,  for  whether  we 
could  praise  it  as  a  history  or  not,  it  brought  together  a 
mass  of  matter  that  might  be  made  useful  in  the  hands  of  a 
skiKul  manipulator.  As  the  Bard's  wife  always  said  when 
speaking  of  the  history  ' '  Nae  doot  it  has  merits  if  yin  had 
the  sense  tae  tak'  it  oot  o't."  It  is  as  a  poet  that 
William  Livingston  shines.  We  mean  not  to  enter  into  a 
criticism  of  his  works  here,  but  we  are  of  opinion  that  taking 
his  whole  works,  few,  if  any,  of  our  Gaelic  Poets  excel  him. 
He  has  sung  less  of  the  tender   passion  than   most  Bards. 


This  may  arise  from  the  fact  that  most  of  the  pieces  we  have, 
were  the  product  of  his  mature  years,  and  that  it  is  question- 
able whether  he  composed  anji;hing  except  the  few  verses 
to  his  dog,  until  comparatively  late  in  life.  Or  it  may  arise 
from  the  warlike  bent  of  his  mind  which  led  him  rather  to 
sing  of  the  turmoU  of  battle  and  the  clash  of  arms,  than  of 
the  soft  breathings  of  love.  That  he  could  write  in  a  tender 
touching  strain,  several  of  his  pieces  shew.  ' '  Oran  na  Buala  '' 
in  Cuirnlineachan  Bhraid  Alba,  is  as  soft  and  sweet  as  a  May 
morning.  And  some  verses  of  ' '  Fios  thun  a'  Bhàird  "  cannot 
be  siirpassed  for  the  sad  pathos  with  which  he  laments,  "  The 
things  that  once  were"  in  his  native  isle.  His  forte,  neverthe- 
less, was  the  battle  field  and  the  story  of  heroic  deeds.  He 
attempted  in  some  of  his  pieces  a  style  of  poetry,  not  met 
with  in  Gaelic  song.  His  poetry  is  a  store-house  of  nervous, 
elegant  and  choice  Gaelic,  and  wei-e  it  for  nothing  else  is 
valuable  on  this  account. 

The  accompanying  likeness  will  give  those  who  did  not 
know  him  a  conception  of  his  appearance.  It  rather  flatters 
him,  but  it  is  sujfficiently  true  to  recall  to  those  who  knew  him 
the  appearance  of  the  Bard.  His  small  suspicious  looking 
eyes,  peering  out  under  liis  massive  eyebrows,  liis  flowing 
beard,  which  he  was  in  the  habit  of  stroking  perpetuallj' 
when  engaged  in  conversation,  and  his  whole  contour  are 
fairly  reproduced.  His  character  has  been  slightly  touched 
upon  above.  He  was  ready  to  suspect  even  his  best  friends , 
nor  was  he  generous  towards  those  whom  he  considered  as 
foes.  He  was  very  patriotic  according  to  his  conception  of 
patriotism,  although  we  have  heard  some  who  knew  him  well, 
questioning  the  genuineness  of  his  enthusiasm  for  his  country 
and  maintaining  that  it  was  mingled  with  a  great  deal  of 
selfishness.  Be  that  as  it  may,  his  enthusiasm  for  country 
seemed  very  real,  and  many  a  hard  blow  he  gave  in  her 
defence  in  the  correspondence  columns  of  the  Newspapers, 
and  the  pages  of  "  The  Vindication."  We  heard  two  anec- 
dotes   that    give   a   ludicrous  illustration   of  the  extent   to 


which  he  at  times  carried  tliis  enthusiasm.  Once  that  he  went 
to  visit  a  friend  in  Argyleshire,  he  neglected  to  send  word 
that  he  was  coming,  believing  that  his  friend  resided  neai' 
the  landing  place,  he  thought  it  unnecessary,  and  wished  to 
give  him  a  surprise.  On  arriving  he  found  that  he  had  five 
miles  to  travel.  He  was  in  feeble  health  and  his  purse  was 
empty.  He  could  not  pay  for  a  conveyance  and  set  out  to 
walk.  He  felt  faint  on  the  way  and  believed  that  he  was 
about  to  die.  He  laid  him  down  on  a  bank  of  blooming 
heather  and  as  he  said  when  relating  the  circumstance,  "I 
believed  the  end  was  near,  but  I  had  much  peace  in  the 
thought  that  I  would  yield  up  the  ghost  on  pure  Highland 
heather  !"  We  have  heard  of  many  a  false  ground  of  hope 
in  death,  but  hardly  of  one  so  unique  as  this.  On  another 
occasion  a  young  Highlander  took  offence  at  one  of  the 
Gaelic  Ministers  of  the  City.  He  was  about  to  leave  the 
Church,  but  before  doing  so  he  consulted  Livingston.  The 
advice  the  Bard  gave  was  this,  "  Don't  leave  a  Church  where 
Gaelic  is  preached.  Attend  the  Gaelic  Service,  and  read  the 
Gaelic  Poets,  and  I  assure  you  you  will  be  safe  enough."  A 
peculiar  ground  of  safety  indeed  !  The  advice,  however, 
illustrates  the  enthusiasm  of  the  Bard.  With  all  his  peculi- 
arities, he  deserves  well  of  ins  country,  and  of  the  lovers  of 
the  Gaelic  muse.  We  will  therefore  forget  his  faults  ami 
thankfully  acknowledge  how  much  we  owe  him,  by  placing  a 
stone  reverently  and  lovingly  upon  his  cairn. 

R    B. 
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INTRODUCTORY    NOTE. 


The  subject  of  this  poem  was  suggested  to  the  Bard  by  an  old 
prophecy  that  is  current  in  Islay,  that  a  bloody  battle  is  to  be 
fought  on  the  very  site  which  the  Bard  has  selected  f(jr  the 
strife  of  his  imaginary  heroes.  The  poet  assumes  that  the 
prophecy  was  of  older  date  than  the  time  which  he  describes, 
and  that  the  battle  depicted  with  such  wonderful  force  and 
power  was  the  fulfilment  of  the  proi)hecy.  That  a  battle  was 
really  fought  at  the  place,  seems  to  be  indicated  by  the  name  of 
a  rising  ground  in  the  neighbourhood  ^'Sliabh  a'  chath."  All  the 
names  of  places  given  in  the  poem  are  real,  and  consequently  to 
those  who  are  familiar  with  the  locality  it  has  a  double  interest. 
The  plan  of  the  poem  is  this — A  young  lad  comes  to  an  aged 
story-teller,  who  asks  whence  he  is — the  lad  tells  he  is  from 
Islay,  and  complains  of  the  desolate  state  of  the  land  now. 
The  story-teller  asks  why  he  has  come  across  the  sea  to  visit 
him — the  youth  tells,  and  then  the  brave  deeds  of  the  Islaymen  of 
yore  are  recounted.  The  story  begins  by  relating  how  a  watchman 
stationed  on  the  hill  above  Bowmore  observedafleetof  sixty  three 
Sail  making  for  the  harbour  of  Lochiudaal.  He  hears  their  wild 
song  as  they  drop  anchor.  He  at  once  makes  ofif  with  full  speed 
across  country  to  inform  "MacDonald  of  the  Isles,"  who  was 
at  Nosbridge  Castle  "Dim  Chlamhain"  at  the  time.  The  fiery 
cross  is  sent  to  every  c(irner  of  the  land.  The  islanders  gather 
— a  Council  of  War  is  held.  MacKay  of  Rhinns,  an  old  chief 
of  great  wisdom,  gives  his  views — these  are  adopted  and  after 
two  days  the  Danes  land  and  a  bloody  battle  is  fought — victory 
crowning  the  brave  deeds  of  the  Islaymen. — R.  B. 


Seanachaidh. 
Co  as  duit  oganaich  's  tu  'n  eideadli  Gàidheil, 
Le  suaithcheantas  fineachail  Tir  Mhic  Dhònihnuill  ? 
Chi  mi  eithear  luatli  's  a  siùil  sgaoilte ; 
Leoghan  a'  seasamli  sùrdaig ;    " 

Bradan  's  a  slilios  mar  bhoillsgeadh  airgid  gun  smal, 
Fo  ghluasad  samhladh  sruth  a'  ruitli  'n  a  chuisle  bliras, 
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Seachad  air  bunait  caisteil  baiclealach, 
'S  e  liatli  le  siontan  iomaclh  lìnn ; 
Craobli-fbìge  fo  lòcl  mheasan  ; 
Lanili-diiearg  's  claidheamh  Chinn-Ilich, 
Fadbairt  le  deannal  nan  òrd  o  lasair  na  teallaicb. 
An  e  sud  a'  bhiddheann  o  'n  sloinnear  thu  ] 

Ogaxach. 
Sin  mo  dbùtbaicb, 
M'  an  siùbbbxch  an  fbairgc  'na  sruitbean  bras, 
Mu  chladacb  sìorruidh  nan  aonacb  àrd, 
A'  ruigbeacbd  o  uacbdar  na  doimbne 
Gu  carbad  nan  neul  's  iad  a'  buan-chòmhrag 
Hi  tonnan  beucach  gun  chlos,  a'  reubadb  am  bunait. 
Camais  nach  cunntar  an  aois  ! 
'S  faoin  oidliirp  an  duine, 

An  uair  a  tbig  a'  Chruitbeacbd  'na  mòracbd  uaiuLasaich, 
A  dh'fbeòraicb  nan  ceistean  dìombair, 
A  Fionas  an  t-anam  le  ìimhlacbd. 

Na'm  b'  urrainn  mise  mo  sgeul  a  liobbairt  am  briatbran 
bàird, 

B'  àluinn  an  dealbb  a  dheanadb  fear  teoma, 

Le  saotbair  nan  duan  air  stuadhan  fraoicb, 

'S  air  sraitbean  lusacb  Innis  nam  Fineachan  sean, 

Cruadalach,  Uidbhreach,  catbach, 

A  bba  ag  àiteach'  Eilean  nam  Flaithean, 

A  nis  'n  a  nocbd-làraich  fògraidb. 

Fuigheall  briste  gun  cheann-feadbna,  gun  cliòir, 

Mar  eòin  aonaranach  a  dh'fhàg  an  ealt. 

Gun  mhaoin,  gun  seirc,  gun  teanachdas, 

O  na  coimhicb  gun  iochd.     'S  gun  ni  air  fhàgail 

Acb  freumh  na  Gàilig  'san  talamb. 

'S  is  geàrr  an  ùine  gus  an  salaich 
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Teangan  liotach  nam  borb  ciar, 

Na  dh'iarrar  an  duthaich  nam  IMac  do  Chànain  Eìghrean, 

Is  sluagli  gun  aireamh  o  Adhamh  gu  ruig  an  la  'n  diugh. 

Tha  achaidhean  torach  nan  gràinnseach  farsuing 

Fo  luachair  uaine,  'sam  f  raoch  a'  buidhinn  a  sliean  bhiiaidh 

Air  uachdar  talamh  a'  plioir  ; 

Na  brùidean  geumach  a'  luidhe  air  iirlair  nan  Gaidheal, 

Riamh  nach  do  dhruid  comhla 

Roimh  'n  f hear-thuruis  làidir,  no  roimh  'n  deirceacli  fhann 

C'àit  am  blieil  sibh  a  Chriosduidhean  gaisgeil  1 

'S  nach  cluinn  sibh  guth  na  fianuis  laig' 

A  tha  tagradh  bhur  cùis, 

'S  gun  dùil  ri  buaidh  o  'n  a  dh'fhuadaicheadh  sibh 

Gu  h-iomall  an  donihain,  's  nach  till  sibh. 

Tha  milltear  's  sgiùrs  'na  làimh  g  'ur  d\-moladh, 

A  dli'fhalach  a  chionta  le  gionachas  mallachd  breugaire^ 

Tha  fuaim  nan  gaoth  le  tuchan  bròin, 
A'  ruith  air  feadh  do  stùcan  's  do  shraithean  feurach, 
A  chathair  lagh  nan  Eileanan  Gàidh'lach. 
C  ait  am  bheil  sibh  Fhine  Mhic  Cailein  1 
An  do  lagaich  sibh  gun  teanga,  gun  làmh  1 
Nach  tig  sibh  a  sheasamh  na  làraich  Ì 
Nach  tig  sibh  gu  bunai teach  cinnteach , 
Làidir,  stòlda,  soitheamh,  glic,  smior  bhur  doigh, 
A  chòmhrag  mi-run  Mhic  Tleith,* 
A  leag  sibh  's  a  chas  air  'ur  sgornan  Ì 

SEANACIIAICn. 

Thug  thu  an  uiread  sin  do  'n  fhuil  leat, 
Is  tuilleadh  cha  'n  urrainn  mi  iarraidh. 
'S  cianail  do  sgeul ; 

*  Ramsay  of  Kildaltoa. 
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Ach  's  fior  gu'm  blieil  He  a  nis  'na  fàsaich  ; 

Brùidean  is  coin  ga'n  iomain, 

Luchd  comuinn  nan  Luinnsichean  Allta, 

Nach  fag  ach  mallachd  'nan  deigh 

Aca  fhein  's  aig  na  leauas  an  doigh, 

'S  còmhla  gheibh  iad  an  duais, 

Mar  a  cliuala  sinn  's  gun  mhearachd  ann. 

Ach  gu  de  'n  t-aobhar, 

Mu  'n  d'  thainig  thu  'n  so, 

No'n  gnothuch  a  thug  thu  thai"  fairge  1 

Oganach. 
Cha  d'  thainig  mi  'n  so  gun  ghnothuch 
O  'n  hichd  dàimh  a  dh'  fhàg  thu  d'  dheigh  ; 
Nach  treig  thu  'n  talamh  nam  beò, 
Co  fad'  's  a  mhaireas  deo  no  lùgh, 
No  bheir  iiine  beatlia  dliuiiui. 
Tha  fuigheall  ann  fathast  a  dh'aindeoin, 
Nach  salaich  an  t-òr  's  nach  liib, 
Gu  h-iimhlachd  choigreach  nach  tàlaidh  rui; 
'S  an  cuing  do-fhulang  mar  am  beus. 
Seanachaidh. 
O  'n  a  thuig  mi  na  tha  tliu  'g  iarraidh. 
Suidh  a  nios  's  bithidh  tu  riaraicht' 
Mu'n  dealaich  sinn,  mur  teirinn  uin'  ort, 
'S  o  'n  a  's  cùis  a  dh'fhanas  'n  'ur  deigh  e, 
Cha'n  eigin  a  thogas  an  seanachas. 
Sin  gu  grad  a'  chruit  a  nuas, 
'S  feuchaidh  sinn  buaidh  na  ranntachd, 
Air  euchdan  Lochlannach  is  Ileach, 
A  dh'innseas  tu  fathast  do  chàch, 
'S  bithidh  òran  no  dhà  againn  do  chòrr, 
Mu  'n  stad  an  ceòl  's  nach  bi  sinn  ann. 


na  lochlaxnaich  an  ile. 

Cath  Ghleann-AipvC. 

Bha  ghaoth  o'n  cleas  air  uchd  na  linne, 
A'  giulan  modhar  nam  buinne, 
Gu  h-iomall  Eilean  crom  nan  letli,* 
Innis  iomraiteach  an  Lagh. 
Bha  'm  freiceadan  air  Mùr  Dliùn-athad, 
Do  'm  bu  dreuchd  an  calla  choimhead, 
'S  a  chunnaic  a'  teachd  o'n  iar-dheas, 
Càbhlach  nam  buidhnean  fiata, 
Sgaothan  toirmisgt'  tir  na  gaillinn, 
A  bu  tearc  a  stadadh  sion  no  doireann, 
Creachadairean  allta  lionmhor, 
largalta  gun  ioclid,  gun  fhirinn. 
Diorrasach,  fuileacli,  coirbte,  d;ina, 
A  dli'fliàg  bàsraich  an  iomadh  aite, 
Air  corsan  Rioghachdan  na  h-Ebrpa, 
O'n  Fliairge  Mliòir  gu  Cuaii  na  reòta. 

Fitheach  air  cairbli  is  cat  fiadhaich, 
Math-gliamhuin  is  Rioh  'na  fhiaclan, 


*  There  is  here  a  play  Tipnn  the  name  of  Islay.  The  Bard  gener- 
ally, adopted  the  name  I-leth,  "the  Island  of  halves,"  believing  that 
Celtic  names  were  generally  descriptive,  and  that  Islay  was  at  one 
time  divided  into  two  islands,  at  high  water,  by  the  meeting  of 
Lochindaal  and  Loch  Gruineart.  The  second  line  refers  to  another 
definition  of  the  name—  I-lagh  "  Island  of  the  Law,  "as  being  the  seat  of 
the  supreme  court  of  the  Lnrd  of  the  Isles.  Other  explanations  of  the 
name  are  given  as  I-fhlath  "Island  of  heroes,"  and  He,  from  Ella 
daughter  of  a  Danish  king.  This  lady  is  supposed  to  I  e  buried  on  the 
eastern  side  of  the  island.  Her  grave  is  pointed  out  to  this  day.  The 
stones  at  the  head  and  foot  are  21  feet  apart,  so  that  she  must  have 
been  a  giantess  of  no  mean  order. 

The  proverb  "Eadar  da  chloich  He"  meaning  the  length  and 
breadth  of  the  island,  has  been  pointed  to  as  proving  that  the  island 
owes  its  name  to  the  Danish  Princess.  The  usual  spelling  lie  has 
been  adopted  throughout  the  poem. — R.  B. 
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Gearradli-arm  nam  borb  nach  tilleadh 

Le  càirdeas,  le  duals,  no  le  gealladh 

Bha  'm  brataicheau  am  barr  nan  cranna, 

Le  anail  nan  neul  a'  si-annail, 

Stiallan  dubh  ri  fiodhracli  seolaidh, 

Starcaicht'  ri  fàraidhean  ccjrcaich. 

An  doimhn'  an  Loch  'n  uair  a  leag  iad  acair, 

Chluinnt'  an  nuallan  fad  air  astar, 

A'  bagradh  na  gheiblieadh  iad  's  na  dli'iarradli, 

'S  cluinnidh  tu  gun  dàil  am  briathi'an. 

Ràinig  an  uUfhartaicli  an  calla, 

Trast  an  roid*  gu  lùb  Chulla, 

Air  Sgiatli  na  h-iar-ghaoitli  mar  bu  ghiorra, 

Gu  Sgiirr  cheannaghlas  Chnoc-na-faire, 

Far  an  robb  Niall  Garbb  Mac  Eamain, 

Mac  Mhic  Calum  Airidh-rèamain, 

Freiceadan  trùigb  a'  Bhogha, 

O  'n  Chlachan-donn  gu  Cill-an-rudha.  f 

'JSTuair  a  chunnt  e  'n  càbhlach  tri  uairoan, 

Tri  fichead  seòl  is  tri  eile  fhuair  e, 

Lan  aireamli  nan  eithear  dubha, 

A'  cur  srutb  roinn  nach  iarradh  tobha  ; 

Dh'amhairc  e  air  fonn  's  air  athar, 

'S  labhair  e  mar  so  gu  h-athghoarr. 

"  So  an  h'l  mu  'n  trie  a  chualas 

Am  fàisneachd  Thorgainn  Mhic  Euaine  ; 

Sean  Speuradair  Dhun-Charmaig, 

*  Roid,  Harbour, 
t  The  Bard  is  mistaken  in  the  derivation  of  this  word.      The  name 
comes  not  from  the  ''  Gill"  of  the  point  but  from  St.    MalruV.e— to 
whom  the  church  was  dedicated. — R.  B. 
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A  dh'  innis  gii  'n  tigeadh  tliar  fairge, 

Ealt  Fhitheacli  o  thir  an  t-sneachda, 

A  dh'  fhàgas  He  caointeach,  creaclite  ; 

A  bheir  an  gearran  as  an  amull ; 

An  laogli  o'n  chrò  's  a  chaor'  o'n  mhainnir  ; 

A  bheir  am  por  à  fonn  nan  gràinnseach  ; 

'S  an  trend  crodhanach  d  gleann  na  h-àiridh  ; 

Is  mairg  a  chi  na  thuirteadh  umainn — 

Is  e  so  cath  cuniha  Thorr  a'  Bhriuthain, 

Is  casgradh  tùirseach  Chill-a'-bholg,* 

Ris  an  diibhairt  am  Fear-seailaidh,  "  an  cath  borb," 

Thus'  a  thraigh  a'  ghainniliein  ghil, 

Fo  d'  thonnan  briosgairneach  gun  smal, 

Chithear  thu  nihaise  nan  Loch, 

Am  màireach  an  caocliladh  dreach. 

^'  Bithidh  sruthan  fior-uisge  Ghart-meadhoin, 

Troimh  'n  i^ird  Chruaidh  'n  a  amar  domhain, 

A'  ruith  0  fhaiche  na  gleachd, 

A'  taomadh  tuil  chorcuir  a'  t'  uehd, 

So  mar  bhitheas,  is  bàs  no  bu-iidh  dhuinn. 

Thàinig  an  t-àm  a  bhi  gluasad." 

Thilg  e  'n  sgiath  air  cùl  a  shlinnein, 

'S  thug  e  aghaidh  ri  Dùn-chlamhain  ; 

Tharruinn  e  Corr-lann  Mhic  Mhorachain, 

Mhic  Alastair  nam  fiadh  Ghleann-dorcha, 

Mhic  Fhraoich  nihòir  Triath  Pholl-nùstaig, 

Mhic  Dhòmhnuill  nan  ceann  a  bha  'n  Oriiilinn, 

Mhic  Chrosta  nan  ruaig,  Mhic  Achraidh, 

*  The  prophecy  rues  "  Cill-a'-bholg,  Cill-a'-bholg  far  au  cuirear  an 
<;ath  borb  's  uearachd  a  bhitheas  an  t(Hseach  a  ruith  's  a  rath  latha 
«atha  Chill-a'-bholg."— R.  B. 
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Mac  Raoichnean  ruaidh,  Druidh  Ghleann  Màrtain, 
A'  cheud  flireumh  do  Chlann  Chalum 
Air  ail  cualas  iomradh  fhathast. 

Fear  a'  ruitli  le  claidheamh  rùisgte, 

'S  a  sgiath  crioslaicht'  air  a  chùl-thaobh, 

Dh'aithneachadh  na  clùtheadh  e  tighinn, 

Gu'n  robli  sgeul  cogaidh  air  an  t-slighe, 

'S  nacli  faigheadh  aon  fhear  'n  a  cliuideachd, 

Bun  a  sgeòil  gu  ceann  a  thuruis ; 

A  chill  ri  triiigh  ach  diiil  ri  tilleadh, 

Thog  Niall  Garbh  ri  Druim-iia-Cille, 

Ri  Bun-an-uisge  's  Lag-an-t-suidhe, 

A  stigh  air  crioch  nan  Càrnan-buidhe. 

A'  togail  ri  uchdach  a  Chnocain, 

Thachair  air  ceannard  le  ochdnar  ; 

Gun  stad  air  ceum,  no  smid  a  laLliairt, 

Thug  Niall  garbh  dlia  fàilte  claidheimh ; 

Rinn  am  Flath  co-ionnan  ris, 

A'  nochdadh  gu  'n  robh  'ghuidhe  leis. 

Mar  Fhiadh  roimh  thabhanaich  na  faoghaid, 

Nacli  feitheadh  ri  taghadh  rathaid, 

GheàiT  e'n  Sliabli-mòr  air  a  thrasta, 

Is  Grobas-meadhoin  far  am  b'  fhaisge 

Troimh  chòmhnard  na  Coille-mhiigaich  ; 

Is  Buaile-nam-ban  clia  b'  fhad'  ùin'  ann ; 

Goirtean-bàn  na  h-uclidaich  cliais 

A  direadh  cha  b'fhada  leis. 

A  nunn  Druim-dubh  is  Glac-a'-choin 

Is  leitir  uaine  Leac-nam-ban, 

Bha  'n  Dun  le  riombalan  àrda, 

A  nis  mu  choinneimh  an  fhir  làidir. 
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Mu  'n  gann  a  bhuidhinn  e  Dail-Sheumais, 
Bha  Dòmhnull  Aimhreidh  's  Cnlla  Gleidhteach, 
A  charaid  earbsacli  is  Fliear-brataich, 
A'  direadh  ri  muUach  na  h-aitreibh  ; 
An  uair  a  dh'amhairc  iad  thun  an  islich, 
'S  a  chunnaic  iad  mar  a  cluiidh  innseadh, 
An  Garbh  a'  ruitli  le  luath's  Crois-Tàra, 
'S  a  Cliori'lann  'na  laimh  dlieis  a'  deàrrsadli ; 
Chlisg  an  Gleidhteach  's  thug  e  tuisleadh, 
Leum  fhuil  'na  braise  's  dh'at  a  chuislean 
Sgàin  an  crios-claidheimh  's  thuit  am  breacan, 
Bhrist  teang'  a  bhràist'  is  reub  a  dheacaid. 

Chaidh  Dòmhnull  Aimhreidh  troidh  air  ais, 

'S  a  shùil  mar  phlathadh  nam  Fir-chlis, 

'N  uair  a  chunnaic  e  gu  trie  m'  a  seach, 

An  Gleidhteach  a'  caochladh  dreach, 

An  laoch  a  shineadh  crudha  gearrain, 

'Nuair  a  thigeadh  i  ùr  o'n  teallaich ; 

A  thug  na  ceithir  duirn  fhuar', 

A  tarbh  mòr  Aird-na-h-uamha  ; 

A  thog  clach  neart  Mhic-Mhath  Cheann-tura  ; 

'S  a  shnàmh  Loch-nam-breac,  'n  a  airm  's  'n  a  lùirich 

Ceud  churaidh  Eileanan  na  h-All)a, 

Air  a  bhualadh  le  trom  amhladh, 

Cha  d'thubhairt  e  diog  's  an  am  a  ehualas, 

Ach  "  Sin  duit  toiseach  brlgh  mo  bhruadair." 

'N  uair  a  ràinig  an  Garbh  an  Clachan-bràthach, 
Fhuair  e  gach  cùis  mar  nach  b'àbhaist, 
An  drochaid  dhion  tarruingt'  a  suas, 
'S  a  chlaise  Ian  o  bhruaich  gu  bruaich ; 
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An  clorus  mòr  fo  clirannan  seisdiclh, 

'S  gun  ni  ri  fhaicinn  no  ri  eisdeachd, 

Ach  samhchair  mliaibh  mar  lom  sgrios  ; 

'S  gun  duin'  a  mach  shuas  no  bhos ; 

Gun  tabhann  gadhair,  no  sgal  pioba, 

A  b'àbhaist  fhàilteachadh  'n  uair  cliit'  e 

A'  tighinn.     Conih'alt'  a'  chinn  chatha 

Làmh  dheas  Mhic  Dhòuihnuill  's  a  luclid  tathaich 

A  leine-chneis  air  ceann  gach  gnothuich, 

Theireadh  na  h-eolaich  Niall  Garbli  ris, 

'Na  sheachd  bliadlm'  deug  'n  uair  uiliarbh  e, 

Nuagan  mor  Mac  Rigli  Lochlainn, 

Am  blur  Mhullach-Fraoicli  aig  Gart'-a'-Chosan ; 

'S  an  deireadh  a'  chath  aig  Glaic-a'-Ghrùdair', 

A  dhà  chomh'alta,  Ruais  is  Dùdal ; 

Sud  a  chuir  Niall  mar  sliaoil  e'n  gàbhadh, 

'N  uair  a  cliunnaic  e'n  drochaid  tàrruingte, 

A'  dian  ruith  air  fiai-adh  a'  bhruthaich, 

Bhrist  e  mach  am  briatliran  tuiridh : — 


"Ghlac  na  Loclilannaich  Poll-niistaig, 
'S  an  oidliclio,  gun  clilaidlicamh  a  rùsgadh ; 
Chuir  iad  roimh  shoillse  na  maduinn 
Buidheann  thaglite  gu  Diin-chlamhain, 
Tha  3Iac  Dhòmhnuill  's  a  chàirdean 
Moirte,  gun  aon  diubh  fliàgail ; 
luchair  He  an  làmh  ar  nàmhaid ; 
A  chàbhlach  is  armailt  Lddir 
Deas  gu  bualadh  air  gach  taobh  dhinn  ; 
'S  mo  chomh'alt'  uasal  a'  gheàrr-shaoghail, 
Gun  deò,  's  mis  an  so  gun  bhuidheann, 
Gun  aon.  ijun  iureamh  do  'n  fheadhainn 
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A  tliogadh  t'  eiiic  a  làmh  tlireun  gun  flioill ; 
Bithidli  mi  leat  fo  ghlais  an  eig  gun  mhoill ; 
Ma's  fear  no  feachcl  a  bheir  dliomli  gleaclid  gu  m'uaigh, 
Dioghlaidh  mi  le  m'  fliuil  a  bheatha  thugadh  bh'uait." 

Mar  luath's  iolair  gu  diogldadh  braid 

An  t-sealgair,  's  e  creacliadh  a  nid  ; 

Leum  e  chlaise  fada  thairte, 

Gus  an  do  bliuail  a  bhuinn  an  stairsneach ; 

Gniomh  nacli  cuala  's  nach  faca 

Fear  aosda  no  mac  an  treis  òige, 

'San  linn  ud  fo  blirataicli  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill. 

'Nuair  a  dh'fhosgail  Dòmhnull  Aimlireidli  'n  dorus 

B'e  cheud  fliacal,  "  Brigh  do  thuruis — • 

Co  chuir  ruaig  ovt  no  thug  tàir  dliuit  Ì 

Ged  is  olc  na  fiachan  's  mios'  am  pàigheadh." 

NlALL. 

'S  miosa  na  Ii-uilc  nach  tig  m'  a  seach, 
An  claidheamh  ri  cloich  's  na  seòid  amach. 

DÒMIINULL. 

Co  iad  Ì  an  d'  thùinig  na  h-Eileanaicli'  gu  'r  bualadii  ] 
Na'm  bheil  feachd  na  Riit  air  gluasad  'Ì 

NiALL. 

Cha'n  iad, 

Acli  niortaira<ni  ruadh  na  reòta, 

A'  d'  challa  tri  's  tri  fichead  seol  diubh  ; 

'ISTan  sreud  co  dliith  ri  crodh  air  leitir, 

O  'n  Chlachan-donn  gu  ruig  an  Oitir  ; 

'N  uair  a  thug  gach  aon  diubh  'n  saidh  ri  gaoitli, 

Chunnaic  mi  iad  ceart  'san  taoVjh  riuni, 
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A  leiLliid  do  shluagli  air  uachdar  hiingis, 

Cha'  n  fhaca  's  clia'  n  iarr  mi  fhaicinn  tuilleadh ; 

Bheiv  iad  coinneamh  deich  mu'n  aon  duinn  ; 

01c  no  maith  e,  sin  mo  smaointean. 

Co  luatli  's  a  shin  iad  na  buill  acair, 

Thog  iad  mar  aon  roc  a  chasgraidh, 

Bu  shearlili  i  ach  's  seirbh'  a  li-innseadli, 

Ràinig  a  chuid  so  dlii  gu  tir  mi. 

So  sinne  "s  cha  'n  fhalbh  mar  a  tbMuig, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
Gheibh  siLh  bhur  noineach  am  mhireacb, 

Le  tuagh, tuagh ; 
Buidealaich  dhearg  troimh  gach  fiinlaich, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
'S  Lhur  mnathan  's  bhur  creach  gu  triiigh  leiun, 

Tuagh,  tuagh. 

Bithidh  sibh  a'  giiosadh  's  a'  teioheadh, 

Sgian,  sgian; 
Bheir  siuue  bhuaibh  lugh  nan  easgaid, 

Le  sgian,  sgian; 
Ka  thig  dhibh  cha  till  iad  am  feasda, 

Sgian,  sgian; 
Cha'  n  fhaic  iad  a'  mhaduinu  's  am  fnasrar. 


Cha  teid  fear  a  dh'  "mnseadh  sgeJJil  dibh, 

Tuagh, tuagh; 
Cluinnibh  na  fithich  a'  ròcail, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
Ni  siune  dhaibh,  cuirm  do'r  spùltan, 

Tuagh,  tuagh. 

Tollaidh  siun  na  gheibh  sinn  beò  dhibh, 

Le  sgian,  sgian; 
Cha'  n  fhalaich  uamha  no  frog  sibh, 

Sgian,  sgian; 
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So  dhuibh  caismeachd  nan  sgòrnan, 

Sgian,  sgian; 
Le  diidaichean  crom  nan  ròmhan, 

Sgian,  sgian; 

Gheibh  sibh  so  's  an  còrr  dhetli  màireach, 

Le  tuagh,  tuagli; 
Cinn  'ur  maithean  air  gad  àraich, 

Le  tuagh,  tuagh: 
Sgairt'  o  fhèithean  am  bràghad, 

Le  tuagh,  tuagh; 
'S  ga  'n  dathadli  air  teallaichean  nan  ceiirdach, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
Ceann  Mhic  Aoidh  agaiun  'ga  iomain, 

Tuagh,  tuagh; 
'S  gun  fear  beò  's  an  Roinn  d'a  chinneadh, 

Tuagh,  Tuagh. 

DòmhnuU  Aimhreidh  am  beul  fo  fhraoch, 

Is  each  'nan  siueadh, 
Gheibh  esan  damha-ghriosach  ròstaidh, 

Far  am  bi  e, 
Gaoirgean  eibhlean  dearg 

Is  tachdadh  toite, 
'S  a  rongairean  Ileach  gun  bhuaidh, 

Ruagte,  ropte. 


Note. — The  sense  of  the  above  wild  and  vigorous  lyric,  translated 
by  the  late  Rev.  Thomas  Pattison,  may  be  thus  given  in  English 
The  Norse  invaders,  as  they  drop  anchor  in  the  harbour  of  Loch- 
indaal,  are  supposed  to  sing  as  follows: — 

Here  we  come,  but  we  thus  will  not  leave  you — 

The  ase,  axe; 
To-morrow  will  startle  and  grieve  you 

With  the  axe,  axe. 
A  red  blazing  torch  in  each  dwelling — 

The  axe,  axe; 
Your  goods  plundered,  your  captur'd  wives  yelling — 

The  axe,  axe. 
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Dli'amhairc  Dòmlinull  Aimhreidli  air  a'  chrann-arni, 

'S  ruaim  gris-dhearg  ballacli  geal, 

A'  sgaoileadli  'iia  aodann, 

'S  e'  spaisdearaclid  seòmar  na  comhairle. 

0  'n  stairsnich  gu  clieann-uadidvach, 


Fleeing,  and  cursing  and  wailing — 

The  knife,  knife; 
The  pith  of  your  knees  shall  be  failing 

For  the  knife,  knife. 
They  who  meet  us  shall  leave  that  place  never — 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
Morn  nor  eve  shall  they  see  then  for  ever— 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
None  shall  live  to  tell  of  the  Reaver 

With  the  axe,  axe. 

But  the  raven  above  shall  be  croaking — • 

The  axe,  axe  ; 
And  then  feast  on  their  limbs  till  he's  choking — 

The  axe,  axe. 

You  now  live  who  in  blood  then  shall  welter — 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
Cave  or  hole  cannot  hide  you  or  shelter 

From  the  knife,  knife. 
Through  your  throats  one  hoarse  chorus  ascendmg  - 

The  knife,  knife  ; 
In  that  cry  screams  and  gi-oans  shall  keep  bleuding- 

The  knife,  knife. 

All  these  ills  shall  your  great  men  entangle  — 

The  axe,  axe  ; 
Ere  their  heads  on  our  gi-eeu  v.'ithes  t-hall  dangle — 

The  axe,  axe  ; 

The  nerves  of  their  necks  we  will  rend  them 

"With  the  axe,  axe  ; 
To  the  anvil*  to  roast  then  we'll  send  them — 

The  axe,  axe. 
The  head  of  Mackay  shall  we  shinty — 

The  axe,  the  axe, 
Down  the  Rhinns,  v.here  his  kin  s'-iall  grow  sea-.ity 

With  the  axe,  axe. 

*  Literally,  to  the  fires  of  smithys. 
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Gus  an  cV  thàinig  an  Gleidhteacli, 

Fear  treun  nacli  do  tliionndaidli  a  cliùl, 

An  dian  spòltadh  a'  cliath, 

'S  nach  facas  a'  bualadli  nàmhaid  strioclidte. 

DOJIHNULL    AlJIHREIDH. 
riiir  bhrataich,  cluinn 
Sgeul  mo  chomli'alta  's  tlioir  comhairle 
D'a  reir  ;  's  do  bhruadar  a  chuir  uamhas 
Ort  'n  uair  a  cliunnaic  thu  'n  Garbli. 

Ax  Gleidhteach. 
'S  cruaidh  a'  cheist  a  chuir  thu  rium, 
Mo  chomhairle  cha  dean  i  stath  ; 
'Si  'n  àrfhaich  iuchair  na  ciiis  ; 
Smiiidreadh  chuislean  a'  taomadh 
Tuil  dhearg  na  beatha, 
Ma'n  tillear  do  nàmhaid  : 
'S  airson  mo  bhruadair — 's  furasd  aithris  ; 
So  an  t  oclidamh  latha — 
'S  cha'n  fhaide  na  sin  uaithe  ; — 
Chunnaic  mi  bhi  aii'  Sliabh-a'-chath, 
An  t-ainm  a  fhuair  sinn  o'n  fhàisneachd, 
Air  Cnoc  eararach,*  Ghart-loisgte^ 
Thàinig  mi  gu  bearradh  a'  bhruthaich, 
An  sealladh  na  tràigh-bige  ; 
'S  bearnan  briste  Dhùn-bhoirchill, 
Chunnaic  mi  fear  'na  sheasamh, 
Fo  Ian  arma  's  e  'g  amharc  an  iar  ; 
Bha  shùil  dearct'  air  an  Loch, 
'S  e  'g  osnaich  mar  neach  am  p!'in ; 

*  Eastern, 
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Blia  mòrachd  is  fearalachd  'iia  glmùis, 

A  bhuail  mi  le  urram, 

Nach  do  mhothaich  mi  roimli  riamh, 

'S  nach  iarruinn  tuilleadh  a  m'fhagail  ; 

Blia  mlieud  thar  na  tha  nis  beò, 

'S  cha  mho  na  fìrinn  a  th'ann  ; 

A  Flilath  Chlann  Dòmhnuill, 

'S  tu  is  àird'  a  th'againn,  ach  's  gann 

A  ruigeadh  do  cheann  a  bhràiste  guaille. 

Bha  a  dhreach,  's  a  chruth, 

A'  co-fhreagairt  d'a  ghuth  mòrdha, 

'Nuair  a  sheinn  e'n  Dan  goirid  so  : 

Chi  mi  dreag  o'u  iar  ag  diridh, 
Mauadh  an  iochd  is  creich  mhòir, 
Basraich  bròin  is  tòir  is  claidheamh, 
Kan  Geintleach  borb  'g  ar  caitheadh, 
Leis  an  aighear  thu  chreach  mhòr. 

So  bliadhna  phiantach  miann  ar  nàmhaid, 

Thig  is  fanaidh  tu  chreach  mhòr, 

Gus  am  bi  turan  dion  'nan  lasair, 

A  dh'innseas  a'  d'  dhèigh  mar  a  thachair, 

Is  meud  na  chasgair  thu  chreach  mhòr. 

Glacaidh  tu  ar  long-phuirt  fhasgach, 
At  sraithean  farsuing  's  a'  BheLan-mhòir; 
Cha  bhi  ceàrn  agaion  nach  sguab  thu, 
Lomaidh  tu  frithean  is  buailtean, 
Sgiùrs'  an  uamhais  thu  chreach  mhòr. 

Tuitidh  ar  gaisgich  ga  d'  choBg  dhinn, 
An  eug-bhoil  dosgain  is  creich  mhòir; 
Bithidh  gul  èigin  anns  gach  dachaidh, 
'S  oehanaich  an  air  air  faichibh, 
Beud  LS  aich-bheil  is  creach  mhòr. 
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Glacaidh  tu  àrois  uau  uaislean, 
'S  bheir  thu  uath  iad  a  clireach  mhòr; 
Cha  chaomliain  thu  ao~da  no  òg  dh'iubh, 
Marbhaidh  tu  muathan  is  òighean, 
'S  fearg  a  dh'òiduich  a'  chreach  mhòr. 


0  Choireadal  geodhach  nan  ròn, 

Gu  Dùn-bheòlain  nan  tonn  mòr, 

Rùisgeadh  na  Gàidheil  an  claidheamh, 

'S  mar  leòghan  greannaicht'  an  torn  tabhainn, 

Eiribh,  stadaibh  a'  chreach  mhòr. 


Aig  deireadh  nam  briathran  so 

Thionndaidh  e  aghaidh  rium  ; 

Cha  bu  tannasg  foilleil, 

An  sealladh  àigh ; 

'S  an  crios  a'  boillsgeadli 

Le  spangan  oir  's  le  neamhnuidean, 

Air  a  bhroilleach  aibhseacli. 

Dhearc  e  orm  le  caoimhneas, 

A  cheangail  ris  mi  mar  gu'm  bithinn 

Ann  am  bannan  iarainn  ; 

Bha  m'  fliuil  ga  m'  thogail, 

A  dhol  g'a  fliàilteachadh  ; 

'Nuair  a  tharruing  e  chlaidheamh, — 

Lann  air  fad  is  leud, 

Nach  'eil  a  leithid  idir  ann, 

'Sa  deàrrsadh  mar  ghathan  nan  reultan, 

An  oidhche  reota. 

Chuala  mi  guth  air  an  oiteig — 

"A  Mhic  Dhomhnuill," 

'S  bha  e  as  mo  shealladh. 
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DÒMIIXULL    AlMHREIDII. 

Cha  hu  neach  'sam  bith  a  blia  'n  sin, 
Ach  Feargiias  Mor  Mac  Eirc, 
Da  fliicheadamli  Rlgli  na  h-Alba, 
A  thug  a  macli  criin  athraichean, 
Mar  a  tlia  sinne  cunntas, 
Ann  am  bliadhna  nan  Gràs, 
Ceithir  cheud  is  fichead, 
'S  a  thug  dhuinne  mar  dhilsean, 
Coir  dion  nan  Eileanan, 
O'n  Chirc  Leògh'saich  mu  thuatli, 
Gus  a'  Choileach  Arannach  mu  dheas ; 
'S  a  ghleidh  sinn  d'a  sliochd  gus  an  diugh. 
A  chomliaha  a  Tnach  a   Chrois-Tlira. 

NiALL  Garbh. 
Tha  sin  deante  mo  cheann-feadhna, 
Ged  nach  d'fhuair  mis'  ùin'  ìnnseadh, 
Tha  mhuinntir  dileas  do  Mhac  Dhomhnuill. 
'N  uair  a  dbirich  mi  Cnocan-a'-chombaich, 
O'n  àluinn  sealladh  gu  tuath, 
Air  cluaintean  Seann  Aird-Fhinn  ; 
Bha  tuil  mu  m'  rosgan, 
Kach  b'  urrainn  mi  chosg  ; 
'S  ospagaich  chràiteach  a'm'  chliabh, 
Ga  m'  phianadh  gu'n  tugaiun  droch  sgeul, 
No  èigin,  a  chomh'alta,  gu  d'  Thùr  ; 
Gus  an  do  thachair  orm  do  sgiath  làidir, 
Nach  fàihiich  is  deo  'na  chre, 
Gill'  Leathain  Thorra, 
Is  ochdnar  'na  dhèigh, 
O  Ghleann-Eigeadail,  's  o  Mhachair  nam  bo. 
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Blia  Alastair  clis  Mac-a'-Chombaich, 

Is  sonn  na  Badaig,  Muireach  rùisgte, 

Gu  ruitli  shiiibhlach  crois  nan  gàbhadh ; 

Gliabh  an  dithist  an  fràigh, 

Mar  dha  Ion  a'  toirt  diibhlain 

Do  chii  air  slios  Bheinn-bbàin  ; 

Dh'amhairc  mi  gu  grad  'nan  deigh, 

'S  gun  eang  a'  m'  chreubh  nach  robh  slnte, 

Ged  a  bu  bheag  mo  ghniomh 

An  stri  nan  laoch  ud  ; 

Chum  mi  iad  daonnan  a"m'  shealladh, 

Gus  an  d'  thug  bruachan  Bhail-an-àth 

Muireach  bh'uam,  'san  Cliseach  luath, 

M'  an  cuairt  Càrn-àithne, 

Tha  Chrois  ni'an  tràth  so  'n  Tiir  Ghriomsa, 

'S  fir  Riinastaidh  riabhach  an  fhraoich, 

A'  sgaoileadh  na  brataich,  is  Muireach 

'Nam  measg. 

Ax  Gleidhteach. 
Chi  mi  coslas  teachdaire, 
A  nuas  Srath  Chill- Fhionain ; 
Tha  dig,  feur-lochan,  is  gài-adh, 
Co-ionnan.     Tha  e  dol  tharta, 
Mar  earb  am  boil  teichidh. 

DÒMHNULL    AlMHREIDII. 

Sin  Dòmhnull  Fiadh  an  Gleann-an-Leora, 

Gille-ruith  Mhic  Artuir  Phroaig, 

Cha  do  chuir  's  an  linn  so  bhonn  ri  talamh. 

Fear  is  feàrr  ceum  is  anail : 

Fàiltich  e  le  modh  duin'  uasail, 

,S  mor  a  neart,  's  co  mor  a  shrairceas. 
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XlALL    GaRBH. 

Beatlia  is  slàinte  cl;j  Laoch  a'  Ghlinne. 

DÒMHNULL    FlADH, 

Fàilte  :  'S  mar  sin  do'n  àrmuun  a  ghuidli  e. 

DOMHNULL   AlMHREIDH. 

'S  deacair  am  bruthacli  a  tlioirt  o  flieidh  Phroaig. 

DOMIIXULL    FlADH. 

Tha  iad  cleachdte  ris  a'  mlionadh. 
Teachdaireachd  gu  Mac  Dhòmlinuill. 

DOMHNULL   AlMHREIDH. 

Sill  leis  gacli  urram  do  'n  fliear  a  thug  i. 

DoimXULL    FlADH. 

An  diugli  an  camlianaicli  na  maduiiin, 

Dhiricli  an  Ceaiin-tighe  againne, 

Gu  bearradl)  Blieinn  Bliiogair,  a  dli'iarraidh 

Sonn  luatli  na  frith  fo  chirb  ghlais, 

Ceathach  a'  cheitein  ag  eiridh, 

Na  filleineaii  tiugh'  m'a  stuadhan  fùsail, 

Fo  chfimhdach  maireannach, 

Do  Shuaicheantas  ]\Ihic  Dhomhnuill. 

'Nuair  a  ràinig  e  Sgàrnach  jNIhic  Talla, 

O'  m  bheil  sealladh  an  iar, 

Gu  tir  Eòghain  an  Eirinn, 

Chunnaic  e  cabhlach  lionmhor  Lochlainn 

Air  roinn  Rudha  na  Lice, 

A'  brosnachadh  ri  graing  nam  fuaradii, 

M'  an  cuaiit  air  cladach  na  h-Oa  ; 

Theirinn  e  gu  baile  le  cabhaig, 

'S  ruaim  cogaidh  'na  aodann, 
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Dearg  corcuir,  mire  chatli, 

'Nam  plathaidli  'na  ghruaidhibh  ; 

Thug  e  dhomhs'  a'  Clirois-Tàra, 

Le  òrdugli  a  ruitli 

Gus  am  faigliinii  fir  earlisach, 

A  bheireadh  mu  'n  cuairt  i  an  ratliad  iosal ; 

'S  'na  dheigli  sin, 

Mi  ghabliail  a'  mhonaidh  is  tighinn  an  so  ; 

Sin  mo  ghnothucli,  a  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill, 

'S  i'  n  èigin  a  chuir  mi  g'a  innseadh. 

Sitli  gu  'n  robli  dliuit  is  buaidh-làrach. 

E-uith  mi  Chrois  o  Plivòaig  gu  Baile-Neil], 

Far  an  do  thachair  orm 

M'  fhear-cinnidh,  nach  sireadli  cuireadh  gu  d'  slieirbliis, 

Donnacliadh  mor  Laoirinn  ; 

Bheir  e  i  gun  stad,  gun  fhàilinn, 

Gu  sruthan  Chlachan-an-Tàchair  ; 

Thuirt  e  gu  'n  toir  Muii'eacli-na-Bad:iig 

M'  an  cuairt  i  o  bhaile  gu  baile, 

An  ùine  glieàrr  gu  Dun-Chlamhain. 

DOMIINULL    AlMIIREIDII. 

Tha  Muireach  mu  'n  am  so  aig  Rudha'-mhàil, 

'S  gun  fios  aigesan  mar  a  tba. 

A  chomli'alta,  gabh  an  t-eacli  gris-fhirnn, 

'S  le  luath's  a  chas, 

Cuir  stad  air  Donnacliadh,  an  curaidh  gun  fhoill  ; 

Cha  mhoill  a  ni  e  ach  cruaidh  rèis ; 

'S  brònach  ma  gheibh  e  beud, 

A'  ruith  astar  a  ghabhadh  triùir, 

Co  maith  's  a  dhùraicht'  a  bhi  ann. 
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KlALL    GaP.BH. 

Tha  e  nall  leitir  Dhruim-duibh, 
'S  e  ruith  air  Easga-na-li-èigin. 

DOMIIXULL    AlJIURKIDU. 

An  ainm  Cumhachd  nam  Feartan 

Cuir  stacl  air.     Tha  'n  duine  an  geall  a  bheatli 

'S  nach  aithne  dha  'm  Poll  toirmisgte. 

NlALL   Garbh. 
Thèid  e  m'  an  cuairt  'nuair  a  chi  e 
Dig  an  aigein  dhuibh. 

DOMIIXULL   AlSinREIDH. 

Clia  tèid.     Leanaidh  e  'n  ceum  direach; 

'S  nia  thuiteas  e  's  a'  chlaise  dhomhain, 

Cha  'n  èirich  an  t-àrmunn  ni  's  mò. 

E  'n  smùidreacli  teas, 

Gearraidh  au  t-uisg'  anail  clio  grad, 

'Sa  bhàthadh  srad  an  claise  an  Dìiin. 

'N  iiair  ràinig  Donnacliadli  Càrn-an-rabliaidh, 

Tliuig  e  cliunnart.     Air  loniaire  na  E.òid, 

'S  an  dig  dhubh  leathann  mu  choinneamh, 

Mar  a  theirte,  gun  ghrunnd, — 

Cha  b'  obair  sunnt  dol  tbar  a  leùid ; 

Anail  'n  a  ceò  m'a  aodann,  's  e  dubli  le  f alias; 

Ach  fathast  gun  a  clieum  air  lagadli; 

Mar  ebabrach  dian  a'  chreacliain, 

Kach  stad  fo  mbeachain  neach  no  ni, 

Ruith  e  troimh  'n  lomaire  rèidh, 

'S  leum  e  'n  dig  o  bhruaich  gu  bruaich, 

Gun  clioslas  gu  'm  b'  uallach  air  an  gniomh. 
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DoMHNULL  AiHHREiDii,  ('g  a  clioinneacluidh. ) 
'S  mor  na  rinn  tliu.      Clia  'n  Easg-na-li-eigin  duits  i, 
Gecl  a  fhuair  i  'n  t-aiiim  o  shean; 
B'  ainmic  fear,  ma  bha  e  idir  aim, 
Nacli  rachadh  gu  ceann, 
Ged  bhitheadh  an  tòir  'na  dheigh. 

DONNACHADH. 

Slàinte  is  buaidli  do  Mhac  Dhomnnuill. 

DOMHNULL    AlMHREIDH. 

Ruith  tliu  i  laoich  na  tri  astair, 

'S  mor  m'  eagal  gur  beam  e  'n  Ciann  Artuir. 

DONNACHADII. 

Aig  do  sheirbhis  a  Cheann  Catli  nan  Eileanan, 
Gach  fear  dhiubli  is  fhiach  an  t-ainm, 
'S  cha  tairg  iad  duit  ach  seirc  is  firinn. 

ISTiALL  Garbii. 
A  Mliic  Dliomluiuill,  gu  de  ma  tliig 
Na  nàimhdean  air  tir  an  noclid, 
'S  gun  sinne  cruinn  's  na  suinn  sgaoilte  ? 
Nacli  feumail  comhairle'? 

An  Gleidiiteach. 
Chi  mi  fear  air  each  mar  chobhar  an  t-sruth, 
A'  ruith  air  uchdach  Chàrn-Aonghais, 
A  nail  Cnoc  Rònamail.     Tha  steud  chòljh'rach 
Nam  bras  shùrdag,  a'  toirt  dtibhlain 
Do  easg  is  do  bhruaich ;  tha  luath's 
Mar  iolar  Sgorr-nam-FaoIan ; 
Co  shaoilear  is  e  marcaich'  iomlan. 
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DOJIIIXULL   AlJIIIREIDn. 

Sin  Donnachadh-nan-arni , 
Le  fios  o  Ghill'-Leathain  Thorra, 
Fear  toileacli  treuii  a's  bàsmlior  beiini, 
An  cleannal  nam  faobhar. 

DOXNACHADU-XAX-ARM. 

A  cheannard  Chlann  Dòmlinuill, 

Sgeul  o  Ghill'-Leathain  Thorra,  'g  innseadh  dhuit 

Gu'm  bheil  a'  Chrois-Tàra  nis  le  ochdnar  thaghte, 

O  ]Mhaol  na  h-Oa  gu  Tràigli  Chliabhain  Rùnastaidh, 

'S  o  Chnocan-a'-chonibaich  gu  Dùn-bheòlain, 

'S  o  Shannaig  gu  Dun-dheirgeadail, 

Air  slios  nan  tonn  is  truime  fuaini, 

O'n  gluais  Mac-Aoidh  is  fheachd, 

Gus  a'  ghleachd  nach  scachainn  iad  uair. 

Tha  seisear  thaght'  eile  air  freiceadan, 

Eadar  Bun-an-uisge  's  an  Goirtean-bàn, 

Ma  'n  tig  an  nàmhaid  fuileacli  air  tir, 

Le  foill,  gun  fhios,  cviis  a  bu  mhiosa 

Dhuinn  gu  leir  na  coinneauih  nan  creuchd 

Air  tn'iigli. 

Fhuair  na  gillean  a  dh'fhalbh  an  iar, 

Ordugh  dian  le  mionnan  claidheimh, 

Innseadh  o  Mhac-DhòmhnuiU, 

Ka  h-aosmhoir,  mnathan  is  clann, 

An  crodh  's  gach  creutair, 

Air  fad  Oisinnis  's  na  E-anna, 

O  Bhealach-dearg  gu  Port-mheala, 

'S  o  Shannaig  gu  Port-Uig, 

A  l)hi  'm  Beinn  Runastaidh  an  nochd ; 
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'S  an  Oa  air  an  doigh  a  chualas, 

A  ghluasad  do'n  Bheinn-mhòir  ; 

'S  gach  fear  a  thàrr'n'eas  claidheamh, 

An  ceithir  clieàrnan  He,  a  bhi  cruinn, 

Am  f  aire  na  maduinn  air  Sliabh-a'-chatli ; 

'S  na  maithean  a  ghreasad  gu  Dun-cblamhain, 

Gu  comhairle  cogaidb ; 

'S  bithidh  Gill'-Leathain  an  so  'san  fheasgai% 

Buaidh  am  feasda  le  Flath  nan  Ileach. 


Dhòmhnull  Aimhreidh. 

A  Leathanaich  na  misniche  moire, 

Dlaruid  thu'  n  diugh  dorus, 

Nach  fosgail  Lochlann  gun  cliruaidh  spairn. 

Biodli  seomar  na  Comhairle  reidh, 

Chi  mi  na  h-uaislean  a'  tighinn, 

A  choig  nach  tillear  gun  bhuaidh, 

No  uaigh  air  faiche  na  deuchainn. 

Chi  mi  Mac  Aoidh  na  Eanna, 

'S  nàmhaid  nan  Gall,  Gill'-Leatliain 

Thorra  nan  allt, 

'S  Mac  Artuir  Phròaig  nan  iiigean  sàile, 

Mac  Dhiarmaid  Eùnastaidh, 

Carragh  làidir  nach  d'  fhàilnich  riamh, 

'S  Cailein  nan  sgiath  leathan,  Flath  na  h-Oa, 

A  thig  le  chomhlain  mar  a  b  aljhaist. 


DòMiixuLL  Aimhreidh. 

A  Mliaithean,  's  duilich  leam  gu  fior 
Na  dh'lnnseadh  an  diiio-li,  's  mar  a  tha. 
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Tlia  na  buirb  ud  dliith  dhuinn, 

Mo  luchd  ruin.     Cluimieam  bhur  barail, 

C'àit  an  tacliair  sinn  am  màireach, 

Air  na  biothanaich  dliàna  gun  iochd ; 

'S  CO  feumail  gliocas  ri  treise  làmh. 

A  Mhic  Aoidh,  's  tu  is  sinne  tha  dhinn ; 

Do  bharail  le  urram  aois, 

'S  aobliar  taing  dliuimi  tliu  'nar  nieasg. 


ORAID    ilHIC    AOIDII. 

Cha  tig  na  buirb  air  tir  am  màireach  ; 

Clia  b'  e'n  àbhaist  e,  's  cuimhne  leamsa. 

Tha  mi  nis  ceithir  fichead  bliadbna  's  a  h-aon, 

Maduinn  Di-L-aoine  na  Ceusda  ; 

Cha  tog  mi  làmh  threun  ni  's  mo 

An  cùmhrag  air  faiche  na  gleachd, — 

Mar  a  chleachd  Clann  Dòmlinnill, 

'S  na  seòid  a  sgiiirs  gu  cladach, 

Cath-bhuidhnean  lionmhor  nan  Geintleach, 

Latha  Ghleann-Oiseamail, 

'S  na  còig  uairean  eile, 

A  chunnaic  mis'  iad  a'  teicheadh  gu'n  cabhlach, 

Gun  Ijhrataich,  gun  cheannard,  gun  doclias,  gun  chliu 

'S  isun  diiil  li  la  eil"  fhaicinn. 


A  Mhic  Dhùmhnuill  's  a  dhaoin'  uaisle  ; 
Tliug  an  t-àrmunn  so'  th'  air  mo  laimh  dheis, 
Mac-Ill'-Leathain    Thora,    mise    feadh    iochdar    Ghart- 
meadhoin, 
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Faicheacliaii  leatliann  le  'n  còmhdach  lusrach, 

'S  ToiT-a'-Bliriuthainn  os  an  ceann  mar  chaisteal  dion, 

Ag  innseadh  gu  'm  faigh  sinii  buaidh. 

Ma  clii  sibbse,  a  mhaithean, 

An  cothrom  a  tli'againn  's  an  ait'  ud  ; 

Cliunnaic  mi  gu  'm  blieil  a'  choille  bheithe  tiugh, 

All  taobb  an  ear  do  Mhullach-a'-mhòid  ; 

Gearraidli  sibh  dig  dliomhain  ri  oir  na  coille, 

A  ruiglieacbd  o  bbruaicb  gleann  Ghart-meadboin, 

Gu  Mainnir  Mbic-a'-Cbruiteir, 

Aig  taobb  deas  na  Claiginn. 

Cuiridli  sibh  callaid  biidir  aig  a  cùl, 

Air  a  figbeadh  le  barracb  Doire  Thorr-Seangan ; 

Cuiridh  sibh  na  Leathanaich  a's  Clann  Artuir 

Aig  CÙ1  na  callaid  a'  ruiglieacbd  gu  Mòine-na-Càrnauaich, 

Le  a  feur-lochain  dhombain, 

A  dhionas  a'  bhuidbeann  so  air  an  làimh  dheis, 

A  db'ain'eoin  full  Lochlaiin. 

Luidhidh  gaisgich  an  fbeilidb, 

Anns  a'  choill'  aig  ciil  na  dig, 

O  cheann  tuatli  callaid  nan  each  gu  broach  a'  Gblinne  ; 

Cuiridh  sibh  buidbeann  eile  ann  am  brutbach  Nèill, 

Fo  sgolban  geugach  na  creige  moire, 

Air  taobb  tuath  a'  gblinne  air  crioch  Ghart-loisgte. 

Fàgaidb  sibh  an  Gleann  fosgailte, 

Gun  ni  no  neacli  ri  fliaicinn  's  a'  cheart  am  ; 

'S  cha  'n  'eil  e  duilich  iadsan  a  chur 

Ann  an  rib'  am  bais  ann. 

Cliunnaic  mi  gu  'm  bbeil  preasan  tiugh, 

A  SÌOS  fo  thighean  Ghart-loisgte  gu  taobb  an  uillt, 

Cuiridli  sibh  an  Dubh-beag  Mac-a'-chrogaix, 

'S  muinntir  Olastaidb,  Thormastaidb,  's  na  Lcsaid, 
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Na  fir-1  )hogha  is  feàrr  is  aitline  dhomhsa, 
'Nan  luidlie  aims  na  preasan  ucl. 

Gabhaidli  sibli  cait  mliarlili  is  cuiridh  sibh 

Aon  an  sud  's  an  so  dhiubh  o  Pholl-gorui, 

A  nios  an  Aird-Chruaidh  ; 

Cha-n  'eil  ni  air  thalamh  a  thogas  f  earg 

Nan  Geintleach  f  uileach  ud  co  mòr  ri  cait  mharbh  ; 

Tha  na  cinnich  bborb  ud  ga  'n  cunntas  coisrigte. 

Cuiridh  sibh  an  taobh  so  do  'n  Aivd-chruaidh, 

Fitheach  'na  dhà  spòl  air  bior  fada, 

An  tàir  is  mo  is  urrainnear  a  thoirt  do  Loehlannaich ; 

Bithidh  Bratach  Mhic  DhòmhnuiU  sgaoilt', 

Air  Torr-a'-Bhriuthain,  mar  gu  'm  b'  ann 

A'  toirt  dUbhhiin  daibh  tighinn  a  dhioghladh  an  lodhal 
neo-ghlan, 

'S  am  braiach  mhorta.      Air  na  h-aobliair  a  tluiirt  mi, 

Cha  chum  eagal  bàis  no  gealladh  beatha  air  an  ais  iad  ; 

Theid  iad  ann  an  ribe.     'S  ma  theid  iadsan  as  dh'fhalbh 

sinne. 
Co  luatli  's  a  tliig  iad  an  taobh  so  do  Lochan 
Na  h-Airde-cruaidhe,  buailidh  an  Dubh-beag  orra, 
Leis  na  saighdean.     Teichidh  e  troimh  'n  ghleann, 
Leanaidh  iad  cuideachd  an  Dubh-bhig  ;  's  an  uair 
A  sheideas  Mac  Dh^mhnuill  an  diidach  thig  buidheann, 
Na  creige  moir  air  an  cùl.     Anns  a'  cheart  am, 
Cuiiidh  sibh  cuideachd  do  luchd  nan  sleaghan, 
Co  maith  's  th'  agaibh  anns  a'  choille  'm  beul  Ghleann-airc, 
Airson  bualadh  orra  anns  a'  chunghich  air  an  taobh  an  ear. 
'S  e'n  t-aobhar  a  th'agamsa  am  brosnachadh, 
Airson  seasamh  ruinn  aig  Torr-a'-Bhinuthain, 
Ma  ghablias  iad  aon  chuid  an  grvinnd  fosgailto, 
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A  nios  Grobus,  no  air  an  taobh  cile  Gartachosan, 

Clia'n  urrainn  sinn  ceann  a  thoirt  claiLh, 

'S  iacl  deich  m'  an  aon,  gun  sgrios 

Dhuinn  fein  a'  cheud  latha  : 

Sin  a  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill  's  a  Dbaoine  Uaisle  mo  bbarailsa. 

DOMHXULL    AlMHREID^. 

"  Beannacbd  air  b'lmh  an  Laoich, 

Is  minic  a  dh'fbuasgail  càs, 

Is  mur  bitheadh  an  aois  chuibbreacbadb  tu  'm  Ijas." 

Na  maitbean  le  aon  gbutb, 

"  Cha'n  'eil  dòigh  eil'  air.     Feumaidb  sinn  seasamh 

No  tuiteam  far  an  dubbairt  Mac  Aoidb, 

Am  broilleacb  a  dbaoine  gacb  fear." 

Am  fàire  na  maduinn,  's  Dòmbnull  Aimbreidb 

'S  Niall  Garbb  air  min  fhraocb  diibblaidb 

Sbliabb-a'-chatb,  an  sgartbanaicb  an  duibbre  's  na  greine, 

Chual  iad  piob  Cblann  Aoidb 

A  nios  Creagan-a'-cbatb  a'  seinn  port  caisimeacbd 

Mar  a  leanas : 

Tha  an  nàmhaid  a'  tighinn  air  an  trkigh  's  e'  ga'r  sireadh, 
Thug  e  tàir  dhuinn  mar  Fhine*  's  cha  tig  sinn  gun  èiric, 
Tha  iad  mil'  thar  a  chiad  dinn,  leis  gach  cothrom  is  miann  leo, 
Muir  is  tir  mar  an  iarrtas,  maduinn  ghrianach  is  rèidhlein. 

Cladach  còmhnard  nach  falaich  uath  ar  n-àireamh  's  sinn  annamh, 
Chi  iad  cunntas  na  th'againn  's  bheir  iad  barail  gu'n  gèill  sinn  ; 
Cha  bu  bhòsd  as  a  bharrachd  a  ghleidh  an  coir  do  na  Ranxaich. 
Ach    buaidh    sròil     agus    claidheimh    a'    toirt    a   dh'aiu'eoin    na 
dh'fheumadh. 

Tha  na  coimhich  an  stàilinn  's  fad'  a  chithear  an  deàrsadh, 

Boillsgeadh  chlogad  is  mhà,ille  teachd  air  fàire  na  greine, 

'S  ann  th'againn  mar  àbhaist  a  bhi  rùsgadh  nan  ghirdean, 

O'u  d'fhuair  Clann-Aoidh  an  lamh  laidir  a  nuas  o  Ihitheau  na  Fèiue. 

*  Ceann  Mhic  Aoidh  againn  'ga  iomain,  &c. 
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Cha  chhiinn  na  h-Eileanaicla    thuathach    is    Tir-mòr    dhruideadh 

uainn  i, 
Le  cearcal  fairge  m'an  cuairt  duinn  nach  brist  cruadail  no  èìgin, 
Bithidh  so  seachad  ma'n  iunsear  do  laoich  Dhiùra  's  Chinntire, 
Gun  do  ghlèidh  sinn  ar  dileab  far  nach  lionar  deoch-i  eite. 

An  làmh  Ikidir  gu  bualadh,  cinn  tri  tuirc  is  ceann  ruadh  bhuic,* 
Riochdan  gairg'  agus  luath  's  a  thoill,  a  fhuair,  is  a  ghlèidh  sinn, 
A  cheann  catha  nan  Ileach  tha  sinn  fathast  duit  dileas, 
'S  ged  a  sgathar  gn  tri  sinn,  cha  striochd  sinn  na  dheigh  sud. 

Fàgaidh  sin  a  nis  na  h-Ilicli, 
A'  dionachadh  Tullach-a'-Mhrjid, 
Far  an  do  shònraich  Mac  Aoidh, 
Na  daoin'  a  tharruing  an  òrdugh. 

Maduinn  Di-ciadain  'nuair  a  slioillsich 

A'  ghvian  o  cheann  Mhic-Artuir, 

Thainig  Dbmhnull  Fiadb, 

'Na  dbian  ruitli  o'n  tràigh, 

Ag  innseadli  gu'n  roLli  na  naimhdean, 

A'  togail  ris  an  Aird-chruaidh, 

Le  nuallanaicli  muirt,  's  na  cait 

Ail"  baiTaibh  sleaglian  na  sreatli  thoisich. 

Mac  Aoidii. 
Tha  iad  againn  a  ]Mhic  Dlionibnuill, 
Mar  is  deoin  leinn,  an  rib'  a'  bliàis. 

Mac  Dhomhxuill. 
Air  m'  iarrtas', 

A  laoich  aosda,  falbh  gu  Dùn-chlamhain, 
'S  fan  a  cunnairt ;  gu  de  thig  ruinne, 
Ma  gheibh  thu  leon. 

*  The  coat  of  arms  of  the  M'Kays. 
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Mac  Aoidii. 
Cha  teicl,  cha  teid,  mo  cheann-feadhna, 
Tliigeadh  an  t-aog  tha  mise  deas. 
Orduich  mi  gu  m'  àite, 
Mar  a  b'  àbhaist  do  d'  athair  treun. 
Tha  sinn  'san  streup  giall  ri  giall. 
'S  deisneach  sgiamhail  nam  borb  ud, 
Rinn  an  Dubh-beag  a  ghnotliuch, 
Tha  e  tighinn  's  na  deamhain  'n  a  dheigh. 

Bhuail  cath-bhuidhnean  lionmhor  nan  Gall, 

Le  gàir  bàis,  a  dh'ionnsaidh 

Nan  Gàidheal,  ga'm  freagairt 

Le  Ijeuc  an  Leoghain. 

Suaitlicheantas  mordha  na  h-Alba, 

Claidh'ean  liomhaidh  ga'm  bualadh, 

Sgreadail  fuaim  nam  faobhar, 

A'  sgathadh  le  treine  nam  Fmeachan 

Sreathan  tiugh  nan  cinneach  borb 

An  colg  fola,  's  iad  a'  taomadh 

An  aodann  nan  laoch  Ileach, 

'S  a'  lionadh  gach  bealach  mar  a  thuiteadh, 

Gus  an  robh  sreath  nam  breacan, 

O  cheann  gu  ceann  an  dearg  thuil, 

'S  gach  aon  a'  muineal  a  nàmhaid, 

An  spàirneachd  "  bas  no  buaidh," 

Facal  cruadail  suinn  na  Gàilig  ; 

Fras  chalgach  o  bhoghachan  nan  Gall,  : 

A'  cur  dubhar  os  ceann 

Laoich  Mhic  Dhòrahnuill,  a'  còmhrag 

Gun  troidh  a  chall.     'ISTuair  a  dhììblaich 

Na  naimhdean  o  dlieas  eu  cli 
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An  àireamh,  a  thoirt  amach 
Làracli  nam  fear  a  bha  nis 
An  teas  a'  chath  gun  atliaclli  roimh  aireanih, 
Kan  sgaothan  Làs-mhor  a  bbuail 
Air  reidblein  na  Claigimi 
A  thionndadh  làmli  cblì  nan  Ileacb, 
Far  an  robb  Clann-Illeatbain, 
'S  Clann  Artuir  's  a  ghreini  a  bu  cbruaidhe 
Air  cruadb'lacb  combnard ; 
'&  tri  ficbead  each  le  Raonal  Cbonasairidh, 
A  gbleacbd  gus  an  robb  na  naimbdean  'nan  ton- 
Air  fad  na  callaid,  o  bbrataicbean 
Na  da  Fliine  air  an  lombair  gu  IMoine-nan-carnanaicb 

'Nan  seasamh  mar  dlià  tbreud  bbeag, 

'S  na  Geintlich  'nan  torannan  marbb 

Mu'n  cuairt,  'nuair  a  cbualas  roc 

An  air,  is  iad  a'  tigbinn  'nan  da  bbuidbeann, 

Tri  ficbead  air  doimbnead, 

Thog  na  Leatlianaicb  an  guth, 

Le  Facal  combraig  na  Fine  "  Seasaidb,  seasaidb," 

'S  Clann  Artuir  ga'm  freagairt  "  Proaig,  Pròaig." 

Mac  Aoidh  ri  Mac  Dhomhxuill  : 
"  Tba  mi  cluinntinn  suinn  Gbill'-Leatbain, 
'S  Clann  Artuii-  le  slugan  dion  brataicb, 
An  gàbbadb.     Tàrr'n'aibb  o'n  mbeadbon 
Gu  luatb,  ma'n  toir  iad  uainn  an  lamb  cbli, 
Bitbidli  an  stri  nis  aig  a  b-àirde." 

Cbaidb  na  còig  maitbean  Ileacb, 
Gacb  fear  air  làinb  dbeas  a  mbuinntir, 
A  cboiiuieacbadb  Locblann ; 
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Searbli  do'n  chomhstri, 

Aig  CÙ1  ton-  nan  caochan  dearg, 

O  lotan  domliain  airm  Clilann  Dùmhnuill, 

An  diiiseal  na  connspaid, 

Fo  Bliratacli  an  Eliraoich, 

Gus  an  robh  an  claidheanan  tiugh, 

Le  full  is  le  dualan  fuilt ; 

Smuais  is  eanachainean  nan  coimheach, 

An  ceann  feadlma  òg  dà  bliliadlm'  tliar  fhichead, 

Spuacte  le  fuil  gu  beoil  nan  osan ; 

'S  boltrach  smùid  anail  nan  leònta, 

'S  nan  lochan  dearg  air  fad  sreath  a'  cliòmhraig 

A'  dalladh  nam  fear  feaclid, 

An  uair  a  tharruing  na  Loclilannaich, 

An  uile  neart  gus  an  rèidhlein, 

Mar  a  chualas. 

Le  aon  oidhirp  bliàsmhoir  far  an  d'fhàg 

Tad  am  beatlia  'sam  feoil. 

'Nuair  a  tharruing  iad  an  ordugh, 

Thuirt  BoLLSADH  mòr  Mac  Mhugrain, 

Ris  na  daoine  bu  treise  'san  fheachd, 

"  Gabhaibli  beachd  air  an  raon  ud  thall, 

Fhaic  sibh  a'  Bliratach  leathann  dubh  ud, 

'S  dealbli  an  t-saoghail  le  or  'na  meadhon. 

Sud  agaibli  sail  an  deamhain 

Is  sine  an  Albainn.     Sud  a'  chalg  stàilinn, 

M'an  cuairt  d'i.     Sud  Bratach  Chlann  Arturr. 

Tha  mis'  is  Ruagal  Mac  Usbraig,  Raosbunn, 

Is  Grasdal  mor,  fo  bhòid  gun  tilleadh, 

Is  i  'n  ar  deigh.     Mile  bonn  òir. 

Do  na  h-uile  laoch  a  bhuaileas  a  chlaidlieamh  innte  ; 
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Gus  an  glacar  Dul)h-na-siorr'achcI, 
Cha'ii  fhaigii  siune  clos  'san  tir  so." 

Bhuail  a'  chath-ljhuicUiinn  dhomliain 

Am  builsgean  sreathan  nam  Breacan ; 

Dh'eirich  gàir  o  shlòigli  nan  Gall. 

'S  clia  bu  gliuth  fann,  guth  clann  nan  Gàidhea,l; 

Fhreagair  bunait  na  creige  moire, 

Do  bbeuc  Lebglianta  nam  Fineachan, 

'Nuair  a  dhiniid  sreath  thana 

Bratach  an  Fhraoicli, 

Hi  aodann  sloigh  nam  borb, 

An  stoirm  bliàsmlior  catha  ; 

Gun  athadh  gun  nihathadh, 

Sheas  gacli  taobli, 

An  àite  nam  bonn, 

Far  nach  lubadli  iad  beo  ; 

'S  ceo  o  lotan  mar  dheatacli ; 

Marcach  sine  a'  direadh 

O'  n  lài-aicli  dheirg  ; 

Mar  dh'fhosgail  na  h-Ilicli 

Bealach,  a  gearradh  mar  cliuilc  sheargta, 

Sleaghan  nan  Cinneach  gnu. 

An  teas  a'  chasgraidh, 

Bhuail  Bollsadh  mor, 

Leis  a'  bhuidlieann 

A  bu  treise  'm  feachd  Loclilann, 

Am  broilleacli  Clilann  Artuir, 

A  glilacadh  na  Brataich, 

Mar  a  glieall  e. 

Dh'eirich  iolacli  chath  nan  Gàidheal, 

'Nuair  a  dhhithaich 
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An  coig  Brataicliean  taobli  ri  taobh, 

A'  sgoltadh  na  gaoith, 

Is  broillich  thiugh  Mac  gach  Fine, 

'Nan  Sreathan  dion, 

Air  gach  laimli  dliiubh. 

An  spàirneachd  fhuileach 

Greim  bas  nan  treubh, 

Thuit  Clann  Artuir 

Ach  tri  fichead,  's  am  fear  brataich, 

Donnachadh  Mòr  Laorain ; 

Fo  'n  chrann  righinn  do  chaoran  allt  Thorra, 

'Na  laimh  dheis  sheas  e, 

An  toiseach  a  chorr, 

Gus  an  d'  thàinig 

Na  còig  E-ighdirean  Lochlannach 

Mar  fhad  claidheimh, 

Do  'n  t-srol  choisrigte. 

Thachair  Gill'-Leathain  Thorr.i 

'S  Grasdal  nior ; 

Niall  Garbh  is  Raosbunn 

Nach  d'  aom  rianih  ; 

Dòmhnull  fiadh  is  Ruasgal  gnii ; 

Triùir  ri  triùir, 

A  chrùn  am  blàr ; 

'S  bheir  am  Bard 

Na  fhuair  e  dhuit. 


Thuit  Raosbunn  fo  kmn  Nèill  Ghciirbh, 

'S  chuir  Gill'-Leathain  Thorra 

G'a  uaigh  Grasdal, 

'S  bha  Ruasgal  gun  anail, 

'S  am  fiadh  catharra  buadhach; 


36  N^A    LOCKLAXNAICH    AN    ILE. 

Bha  Bollsadh  le  dhà  cliomh'alta  clheug, 

'S  an  teug-V)hoil  m'an  cuaiit  do'n  fliear  blirataich, 

Donnachadli  neartmhor, 

Mac  Ghreim  Cruaidh  o  Laorain, 

'S  caoirean  dearg  m'an  cuairt  da. 

'Nuair  a  bhuail  Gill'-Leathain  Thorra, 

Fracal  Dnbli  ]Mac  Righ  Lochlann, 

Air  an  uclid-eideadh, 

Chaidh  lann  an  Ilicli  troimli'n  lùirich 

Amach  air  cùl  an  Duibh, 

Gus  an  do  bhuail  i  crann  iarainn 

Bratach  mhòr  Lochlann, 

'S  an  corp  'na  dlià  letli  aig  a  bonn ; 

'S  lann  an  Leatlianaich  thrèin, 

'Na  mirean  air  an  fheur, 

Ghlac  Mac  Ill'-Leathain  an  crann  iarainn, 

'S  le  neart  Fiannaich  mar  a  dhearbte, 

Splon  e  i  a  glacaibh  a'  Ghoill, 

'S  bhuail  e  Bollsadh  air  a  chlogad  ; 

Chaidh  a'  cheann-bheart,  an  claigeann  's  an  t-eanachain, 

'Nan  spreadan  dearg  gliongrach 

An  aodann  Nuahain  ceannard  an  fheachd, 

'S  e  gleachd  mar  Thorc  nimh  an  fiiàsaich. 

Thog  na  coimhich  eigh  a'  bhàis, 

'S  thug  iad  an  cùl  ri  Gàidheil  He ; 

Ghlaoidh  Donnachadh-nan-arm,  "ruaig  orr'  !  ! !  " 

Cha  chiiala  mi  tuilleadh 

Is  stad  mo  sgeul. 

The  ■'  Lochlauuaich  au  lie"  was  left  iu  two  forms  by  the  Bard, — he 
published  it  in  1S65  in  a  small  volume  printed  by  William  Gilchrist, 
Howard  Street,  Glasgow,  and  left  also  a  MS.  copy.  The  MS.  and 
printed  edition  differ  considerably,  but  as  the  MS.  bears  internal 
evidence  of  being  older  than  the  printed  edition,  it  is  assumed  that 
the  printed  test  was  the  form  in  which  the  Bard  wi.shed  it  to  be  given 
to  the  world,aud  it  is  consequently  followed  in  the  present  issue. — R  B. 
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CATH    MONADH    BHRACA 

EADAR   .\A 

GAIDHEIL  ALBANXACH  AGL'S  FEACHD  NA  ROIMH, 
ANNS  a'  bhliadiin'  8r>. 


The  Poet  has  taken  for  his  subject  here,  the  famous  battle  of  "Mons 
Grampius"  which  Tacitus  describes  with  such  graphic  minute- 
ness. He  represents  Galgacus  the  King  of  the  Caledonians,  as 
holdmg  a  soliloquy  in  the  dead  of  night,  whilst  his  army  lay 
asleep  around  him.  The  King  deplores  the  sad  desolation  that 
the  Romans  ha\'e  made  in  the  southern  portions  of  his  country. 
He  then  returns  to  rest,  falls  asleep  and  has  a  dream.  He  wakes 
up,  calls  his  servants  and  marches  at  break  of  day  to  seek  the 
enemy.  They  meet,  a  bloody  battle  is  fought,  until  night  puts 
an  end  to  the  strife,  victory  being  on  neither  side. — R.  B. 


'N  uair  a  sgaoil  na  speuraii,  doilleir  neoil, 

M'an  cuairt ; 
Luiclh  an  siògh,  air  lorn  an  raoin, 

'Nan  suain, 
Air  min-fheur,  tolinain  choillteacli, 

Choir  an  uclid  ; 
'S  na  freiceadain  air  leth  gacli  taobh, 

A'  dion  an  fheachd. 
Dh'eiricli  an  Righ,*  le  iomgain  gheur, 

O'n  torran  ghlas ; 
Asa  braiglie  ghlinn,  aig  bun  nan  stuad!;, 

Fo'n  d'iarr  e  fois  ; 
Ghluais  e  gu  foil,  air  bruachan 

Reidh  an  uillt, 
A'  cnuasachd,  diiibhail  euceart  àr 

ISTan  oillt, 

*  Galgacus. 
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A  l)lia  casaclh  ris,  air  tir 

'S  air  muir ; 
Is  mlieoraich  e  mar  so,  air 

Teinn  a  chor : 
Ainnearc,  foirgneadli,  leir-sgrios, 

Eug,  is  creach, 
A'  teaclid,  gun  stad  'gar  claoidh,  's  clia'n  ann 

M'a  seach ; 
Se  bliadhii',  tha  armailt  fhiat 

A'  nàmh ; 
A'  slad,  mo  righ'chd,  's  gun  dliil  ri 

Criocli,  no  tàmh. 
O  cliasgradh  claidheamh,  fùirneart, 

Teine,  's  mort. 
Tha  miltean  marbh,  's  na  dh'flmirieh  heb — 

A'  dion  mo  clieart ; 
An  iarr  mi  sith,  's  an  toir  mi 

Albainn  bh'uam, 
Mo  Chrùn,  's  mo  gliaisreadh  ;ird,  le'n 

Trice  buadh, 
iNa  aon  fheaclid,  fo  bhrataich  Righ, 

Tha  beo : 
'S  an  earbs'  mar  bha,  nach  geiU  mi  chaoidh, 

Gun  tuiteam  leo. 
Thug  an  nàmhaid,  fuileach,  taisg  ar 

Biotailt  bh'uainn ; 
A  mhagh  thir  thorach,  bladh  ar  fuinn, 

Is  cal'  a'  chuain  ; 
Ghlac  a  phlod,  gach  òb,  is  caolas, 

TJig,  is  loch, 
'Sa  tha  armailt  leamh,  nan  sgaoth, 

Gach  taobh  amach. 
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Ar  sraithean  tiorail  creaclit',  is  beul 

Gach  glimi, 
Fo  dieaunsal,  bhuidhnean  borb,  a'  toirt 

ISTan  garbh-criocb  dhinn. 
An  cuan  gun  cheann,  ri'r  cùl  is 

Slògli  nan  Gall, 
Ga'r  torachd  feadli  nan  coilltoan  dliith, 

Le  gairg  is  feall. 
Mo  slieise  seolta,*  gaisgeil,  air  mo  lorg, 

Gun  fhois  : 
An  dùil,  ri  m'  cliiomaclias,  gun  dàil, 

Na  tuiteam  leis. 
O  CharrnaicHjI  a  laoich,  an  d'  tliug  an  t-eug 

Ort  buaidh, 
Thu  sint',  gun  diog,  gun  ehnil,  fo  glilais 

Na  h-uaigh ; 
A  chomhlain,  riogliail,  cliurrant', 

Dliàna,  ghlic, 
Co  sheasas,  learn  's  an  àraich  dlieirg,  's  thu 

Balbh  fo'n  lie ; 
Cha  chluinn  thu  osag  trompaid,  air 

An  fhaich  ni's  mo, 
No  srannail,  steudan  bras,  a'  leum 

Am  buillsgein  slòigh : 
No  stàirn  nan  sleagh,  air  màiUich  liath, 

Nan  sparrag  dlùth ; 
Tinnean  tatht'  bu  trie,  a  sgoilt  fo  d'  lainn, 

Le  lugh. 
Do  ridhe  treun,  le'n  d-fjiuair  thu 

Urram  gaisge  Ptigh, 

*  Agricola. 
+  Cai'ranach  Righ  uain  Piòcach,  a  mhailjliadh  gi >Ì!Ìd  roiinhe  siu. 


40  CATH    MOXADH    BHRACA. 

A  nis  fuar'  an  Icalia  dliorch  nan  daol,  fo 

Smaclid  gun  clili. 
B'e  t-èi])hneas,  mo  leo-lian  dearg,  air 

Dualadh  srMl, 
Is  gair  nan  clann,  a'  rusgadh  cruaidh  gu 

Stri  nan  sp?ill. 

Clia'n  fliaic  thu  tuilleadli,  seoid  nam  beann 

Fo'n  airm  ; 
Na  grunn  nan  Sàr,  mar  aon 

A'  freagairt  gairm  ; 
Gu  faiche  Bhraca,  far  an  sgaoilear 

Cuirm  a  bliàis, 
'S  am  brist,  na  Dee  bhitli-bhuan,  dhinn 

Cuing  ar  càs. 

Mar  so  le  ceunian  mall,  is 

Osnaich  throm, 
Thill  an  t-ànrach  rioghail,  suas  gu 

Sgàil  nan  torn, 
O'n  d'imich  e  gun  fliios  do  cliacli,  's  an 

Duibhr'  amach  ; 
'S  luidli  e  ritliist  sios,  's  cha  b'eMl 

Do  neach. 

BRl'ADAR. 
Dli'fhurain  sàiuhchair,  cliiùin,  is 

Bhi'iodail  fois, 
An  sonn,  gu  sealan  tàimh,  aig 

Sgiirr  an  eas, 
Blia  ùrìa  ghlan,  fo  mlieaehain  fliuair, 

Na  h-oiteig  bheur  ; 
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A'  seicleaclh  air  an  leitir  noclid, 

A'  riiclian  speur. 
Air  dus  a  dùthchais,  luidh  a'  clire 

'Na  clò  : 
Gred  bhrist  neo-bhasmhoireachd,  o'  glieiniheal 

De'n  spiorad  bheò. 
Aisling,  Eigh  Alba,  bragli  nach 

H-iiraich  lochd, 
Le  sriut  fil'eaclid,  oaont  mar  thug 

A'  cheulraidli  reachd  : 
Gu'n  cluinneadh  Gàidh'il,  sgeul  nan 

Linn  a  dh'fhalbh, 
'S  gu'm  biodh  iad  fhathast  mar  bu  dual, 

A.n  tir  an  seilbh, 
Gu'n  gleidheadh  iad,  an  cliii  's  an  gnè 

O  linn  gu  linn, 
O  tlinù,  nam  foirgneach  fiar,  nacli 

Aontaich  leinn. 
Bhruadair  an  Righ,  blii  macb  air 

Aonach  cas  ; 
Air  monadli  àrd  ;  's  an  sealladh  cian 

Gu  deas  : 
Chunnaic  e  C'oirb,  fad  as  aig  cuairt 

Nan  speur  : 
Ag  auiharc  tuatli,  le  fraoch,  's  i 

A'  bagradh  leir. 
Tir-mor  a'  caoidh,  gun  liitli  le  'smaig 

Gun  iochd  : 
'8  deàs-tliìr  Blireatain,  striochdt'  fo 

Cholbh  a  smachd  : 
Chunnaic  e  i  sgaoileadh  eangach 

Trast  an  fhuiun  : 
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Air  oirna  h-AlLa  ;  sint  o  thuinn 

Gil  tuinn. 
Lion  iarnaicll)  dearg,  's  a  dlireach  mar  cllireòs 

Nan  cair ; 
A'  slugan  siiirn,  a'  sputadh  dian  an 

Goil  am  Lair  : 
Chunnaic  e  athaich  lasrach  aig 

Gach  ceann  ; 
Ga  dhraghadh,  thar  iosal  shratli,  is 

Airde  bheann. 
Gach  duine,  's  beathach,  caisteal  dion, 

Is  teach  ; 
Sguab  e  leis  gach  aon,  maraon,  's  gach  aon 

Ma  seach, 
Chunnaic  e  teachd  'na  dheigh,  's  an  dath  mar 

Dhearg-las  shion  : 
Glàmaich  tlieine  shluig  a  suas,  na 

Dh'fliàg  an  lion  : 
Dhiiisg  e  le  allsa  gioraig, 

Ghlac  e  airiii, 
'S  dh'iarr  e  Ghille  caimp,  Mac  Suinn 

Gu  grad  a  ghairm, 
'S  triall  chaisraeachd,  a  sheirm  do'n  t-slògh 

Gun  dàil, 
'S  na  niaitheaii,  a  choinneachadh  an  High 

Aig  leac  an  ail. 
M'an  d'eiricli  grian  air  Tiirleum  ;ird 

A'  cheò, 
Is  bruchdanaicli  na  maidne  glais,  a' 

Sgaradh  neòil  ; 
Ghluais  laoich  na  h-AIb',  o  chuilidli  dliorch' 

Ghliun  tairbh, 
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Air  taobli  m'a  dlieas  an  t-slcibh  gu 

Leac  nam  marbb. 
Ma'n  gann  a  tliog  iad  uchdach  slilios 

Nam  mac  ; 
Thug  fuaim  na  dudaicb,  òrdugh  stad 

Do'n  fbeacLd ; 
Gu'n  robb  na  Ròimhich.  dlìitli  aig  bun 

Na  frith  ; 
Cluinneadh  na  Gàidheil  ;  tàiriiibh  suas 

Gu  stri. 


Faic  anis  gach  ceann  cath, 

A'  ceartachadh,  rian  nan  sreatli  ; 

Albannaicli,  a  b'  uamliar  citli, 

'Nan  reangan  dliith,  fo  bharrain  ghath. 

Cath  bhuidhnean,  iaochail  nan  clann, 

Na  miltean  a  comhdach  fuinn, 

Gaisgich  fheusagacli  nam  beann, 

A'  dol  an  òrdugli,  nòs  nan  sonn. 

Armailt,  neartmhor  nan  treubli, 

Sealladh  gairs'neach,  do  nàmh, 

Gàidheil  threun  nam  buadhan  trie, 

Do-chiosaicht'  an  stri  nan  gleaclid, 

Biiithaidli  mliòralach  nam  Mac 

A'  noclidadh  an  euchd  mar  chleachd. 

Beinge  ghris  nan  sleaghan  glas 

A'  maomadh,  gu  reubadh  chneas, 

Chit'  am  briosgardaich,  fad  as, 

Mar  ghoil  chuthaich,  greann  gaoir  theas. 

Barraibli  nan  lann  bàs'or  cruaidh, 

A'  frith  chrith,  le  gliiasad  slòigh. 
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A'  teachd  a  dliidgliladh  foirneadli  geur, 
Nach  coisgt'  acL  le  strenp  nan  leòn. 
Fax"  an  d'thug  gaisge  bnaidh, 
Air  an  seilbli,  le  cruadail  chòrr, 
Armailt  fliineacliail  nan  laoch, 
Gàidheil  shaor  'nan  airm,  fo  'n  t-srol. 
A  dliùlanaich,  gu  stri  na  feirg, 
Feaclid  lionmhoi-,  nan  Ròimlieacli  garg, 
Gu  folachd,  nacli  lasachadli  cor, 
Gun  aon  diidjh  glieilleadh  gu  tur, 
An  uidhe,  eadar  na  slùigh, 
A'  boillsgeadh  le  gleò  nan  lann, 
A  ghabli  dan  'n  uair  roinn  i'm  fonn, 
A  tboirt  duinn,  fa  leth  gach  gnionih  a  b 
'Nuair  bbrosnaicli  i  stri  nan  calg, 
lorgbuill  chreuchd,  is  bàs,  is  mairg, 
Torraibli  nam  marbli,  ag  at 
'S  na  beothaibh  a'  dioghladh  na  thuit, 
Le  fiubbaidb,  o'n  iubbar  air  laight, 
A'  caitbeadb  frasan  eig,  is  lot. 
Tbarruing  an  da  fbeacbd  an  dlùtb's, 
Mar  db'aitbris  biùthas  o  cliian, 
Gacli  taobh  air  bboil  le  confbadh  air, 
A'  greasadh  gu  spàirn  nam  pian, 
Suinn  gliarbh  nan  earradli  breac, 
Le  faobhair  riiisgte  's  gacb  glaic, 
A'  spealg  le  gaisge  gun  glieilt, 
Cuing  do-fhulang,  neart  tbar  cheart, 
'An  ruatbar  casgradb,  nan  cràdb, 
Bbuail  'nan  dàil,  na  Roimhicb  cbruaidh, 
Tuisg  iarainn,  uile-bheist  nam  mort, 
A  cbiosnaicb  an  domlian  le  neart, 
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Crioslaicht'  an  luii-ichean  teann, 

'Ga'ii  dion,  o  bhathais  gu  bonn, 

Chòmhlaicli  iad  sleaghan  nan  Clann 

Stiocall  *  trom  'na  miltean  roinn 

A'  teachd  mar  bliàinidh  onfliadh  thonn. 

Co  choisgeadh  an  tuil  chreuchdach, 

Sruth  loinnreach  nan  gatlian  reubacb, 

A'  sguab  na  Ròimhich  air  an  ais, 

An  spairneacLd  deothaich  na  greis, 

'S  an  fbaiche  le  smiiidi-ich  lot, 

Mar  dbeatacb  o  hlirolluinn  hraight; 

Le  treòir  neo-ligbte  nam  fear  feachd, 

A  dh'fhàg  mar  dbileabh  da'n  sliochd  ; 

'S  gun  chothrom,  ach  leud  am  bonn, 

Am  misneacb,  mhorach  's  fad  an  lann  ; 

Sgeul  casgradh  nan  Ròimheach  f  uileach, 

'Nuair  bhuail  an  ucbd  bheartaich  am  broilleach  ; 

Sreathan  nan  Albannach  àrach, 

Tharruing  milidh  nan  sleagb. 

An  ordugh,  cath  'nan  riombal  tiugh  ; 

'S  ged  nach  d'  aidich  na  Gàidbeil  èigin, 

B'e  Slid  greim  teanachdais  an  Leògbainn  ; 

A  ghleidh  an  làrach  a'  gleacbd 

Giis  an  d'  eug,  le  àr  gun  iochd 

Deich  mile  fichead  do'n  da  fheacbd. 

Ma'n  do  sgaoil  na  speuran,  doilleir  neòil 

M'an  cuairt  : 
A  sgar  na  slòigh,  gun  aon  diubh 

Dh'fbaotainn  buaidh  ! 

*  Stiocall — a  Butresa. 
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BLAK    DHAIL    HIGH 

EADAK 

RIGH   REABART   BRUCE    AG  US    IAIN    TRIATH 
CHLANN    DUGHAILL, 

ANXS  a'  bliadhxa  1306. 


This  piece  opens  by  a  contention  between  the  Bard  and  the  Muse. 
The  Bard  blames  her  for  dragging  him  from  place  to  place  to 
visit  ancient  scenes.  She  responds.  Having  made  up  their 
little  quariel  they  agree  to  proceed  to  give  a  desciiptiou  of  th« 
battle  fought  between  King  Robert  Bruce  and  M'Dougall  of 
Lorn.  A  me.sseuger  reaches  M'Dougall  telling  him  that  Bruce 
is  in  hiding  on  the  banks  of  Loch  Lomond.  The  hostile  clans 
gather  in  (Jlen  Dochart.  Messen^'ers  tell  the  King,  he  marches 
up  Glen  Falloch  to  Strathfillan,  they  meet,  a  bloody  battle  i» 
fought,  and  deeds  done  that  none  but  Scotchmen  could  do. 
The  King  is  defeated  and  he  sounds  a  retreat.— R.  B. 


CO^iIHRADH  EADAR  A:M   BAED   'S  A' 
CHEOLEAIDH. 

ASI    BARD. 

C  ait  a  nis  a  clilis  an  luasgain  1 

Cha  chum  baile  tir  no  cuan  riut, 

Shlaotl  tliu  mi  deas  is  tuatli  Icat, 

Dli'fhàg  tliu  gun  lugh  gun  snuadh  mi, 

O'n  Roinn  Ilich  gus  an  Tròisach, 

Cha  chhiinneadh  tu  mu  chreach  na  tòrachd, 

Sean  daingneach  carragh  na  blar-ccmhraig, 

Seanachaidh  Bard  no  fear-òran. 

Nach  shxodadh  tu  mi  air  mhuineal, 

A  dheoin  na  dh'ain'eoin  thun  an  t-siubliail, 

Faic  an  t-àit'  ud  ;  faic  an  duin'  ud  ; 

'S  na  gabh  suim  do  ghràin  an  turuis, 

Efun  fhuran. 
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A    CHEOLRAIDH. 

Tluig  mise  dliuit  mar  gheall  mi, 

Sealladh  air  glinn  àigli  's  air  beaniitan, 

Ail"  coirean  fraoich,  's  air  raoinaihli  alltach, 

'S  lochain  nach  traoigli  air  gacli  meall  diubh 

Muim'  altrum  nau  geadh  's  nan  lach, 

Far  am  faigh  am  fiadh  a  dheoch, 

'S  a  Ion  gu  fial  air  leirg  amach, 

De  mliiltibh  Ins  ri  grein  gu  moch, 

Air  aonach  farsuiug  nan  eas-caoirgeal, 

A'  steall-ruitb  troimh  chlaisaibh  craobbach, 

A'  mire  leum  nan  ceudaibb  caocban, 

N'acb  do  thruailleadb  riamh  's  nacb  caocbail. 

Cuislibb  nam  beann,  beath'  a  cbòmhnaird  : 

A'  cuir  cli  fais  an  càil  nam  jDoraibb, 

A  tbeid  's  an  diisluing  mar  a  db'òrduich, 

Ugbdar  Bitb-bhuan  na  cruitbeachd, 

A'n  aim'sir  an  t-sil  chur  earracb, 

Roimb  'n  t-sàmbradb  àluinn  rigb  nan  duilleach 

'S  crùn  na  bliadbu'  am  fogbar  toracb, 

Rinn  tbu  gearan  air  mo  luasgan, 

'S  gu  'n  d'iomain  mi  deas  is  tuatb  tbu, 

]S  aire  dhuits'  a  chuir  uait  mi, 

Gus  an  do  liatb  tbu  'toirt  fuatb  dbomb, 

Nam  biodb  tu  dileas  'n  a  t'-oige, 

'N  uair  'a  tliairg  mi'n  tiis  do  jihosadb, 

Sbeasainn  do  cbuis  anns  gacb  dòlas, 

'S  bbearrainn  feusagan  luchd-fòirneart. 

AM    BARD. 

Ma's  sean'  cbuimhneacban  is  ceol  dixit, 
Cba-n  'oil  mi  'g  iarraidb  do  cbomradb, 
Na  t-£buran  an  cuideacbd  na'n  còmbail. 
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Clia  teid  mise  fad'  an  tòir  ort, 
A  dhrollach  leisg  tog  de'd'  dliroch  mliein, 
Na  cas  fiacail  's  na  druid  rosg  rinm, 
'S  fad  o'  chualas  ma  'n  blieul  tliosdach, 
Gu'r  seirbh'  a  mhuig  na  teang'  a  bhrosgail 
'S  iomadh  bliadhn'  o  nach  d'fhuair  mi ; 
Oran,  iorram,  rami,  na  duan  bhuait, 
Eirich  gu  grad  's  bitheadh  buaidli  leat, 
Labhair  a  mach  mar  bu  dual  duit, 
Thoir  Mac  Tall'  a'  creagan  cruaidh, 
A'  spreigeadh  le  Gailig  'an  cluasan, 
Nan  òigfhear  fhatliast  nacli  cuala, 
Mu  Blilàr  Dhail  Rigb  nan  euclid  ainmeil. 
A  cliuir  Rigb  Roabart  a'n  cas  anama. 

A   CHEOLRAIDH. 

Cha  chnis  mhoit  e,  'n  i  nach  eigin, 

A'n  e  sunnt  na  h-oig  a  ghluais  gu  seist'  thu 

'S  clàrsacli  nam  beann  gun  spèirid, 

Gheibh  thu  do  thoil  ach  bi  gleusta, 

Suidh  a  nail  's  ni  sinn  reite, 

Glacaidh  sinn  làmhan  a  cheile, 

'S  gu  la  bhàis  cha  d'  toir  mi  beum  dhuit, 

Gabh  air  t-aghaidh  mar  do  dhùraehd, 

A'  toirt  sgeul  air  feachd  Mhic-Dliùghaill, 

A  chuir  Righ  Reabart  'ga  dhiibhlan, 

'S  mar  thug  e  gun  taing  a  chùl  liu, 

Air  faiche  chiar-dhubh  Shrath-Ill'-Fhaolain, 

Tha  gus  an  diugh  'na  culaidh  aosd', 

A'  falach  duslach  cuirp  nan  laoch, 

Fo  fhòidibh  glas  air  sliabh  na  còmh-strì ; 

Stadaidh  mi  'nis,  's  dean  thus  'an  còrr  dheth. 
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Ràinig  teachdaireaclicl  Mac-Dhiighaill, 
Gu'n  I'obh  Rigli  Reabait  le  bhiiii, 
Fo  dliubhai'  nan  coilltean  'ga  fhalach, 
Am  bruachan  fiadhaich  Linne-Chadoir,* 
'S  na'n  tig-te  gu  grad  air  a  thorachd, 
Gu'n  glacte  dh'ain'eoin  btò  e, 
Gu'n  robli  Fir  Leamlin't  air  an  ruagadh, 
'S  an  lar-fhlath  gun  aon  de  sbluagh  leis, 
'Na  fhogarach  mar  bba  Reabart, 
Gu'n  teach  gu'n  daoine  gun  fhearann, 
Eireadh  Clann-Dùghaill  gu  treun  dalma, 
'S  thigibb  le'r  feacbd  gu  Druira  Albainn ; 
Tba  Clann-an-Aba  nach  diobair, 
'S  na  tha  'm  Bragh'd  Alba  de'r  dislibh, 
Air  an  tsliabh  'nan  airm  's  nan  eideadh, 
An  sud  ga'r  feitlaeamh  sin  mo  sgeula, 
Ciod  a  tha'n  ceann-cath  ag  ràdh  rium, 
'S  gu'n  tillinn  gu  luath  mar  a  tliàinig. 


MAC-DHUGHAILL. 

Fhir  hiath  mar  shoise  J  nan  comhrag, 

Co  cbuir  thugams'  a  thoirt  sgeòil  thu, 

Co  thu  fèin,  no  co  do  dhaoine, 

Ainmich  co  chuir  thu  'n  taobh  so, 

A'n  e  comhnadh  dàimh  a  tha  thu  'g  iarraidh, 

No'n  traoit-fhear  thu  o  Righ  ran  laltag, 

Ma's  fior  do  sgeuF,  tha  nis  r.a  cbrùban, 

Fo  sgorraibh  fàsail  Inbheir-Dhùglais. 

Loch-Loimainn.         t  Leuu<jx.         +  Dieag  chònihrag  nam  Fiann, 
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AX    GILLE-RUITH. 

DL'innis  mi  dhuit  clieau'  an  t-aobliai". 

Is  cluinn  a  nis  co  chuir  mi'n  taobh  so, 

An  de  bha  Maithean  Bhragli'd  Alba, 

'S  gacli  ceann-catli'  tlia  feadh  nan  GarbL-cliiioch, 

O  XJaimli*  nan  craobli  gu  Cinn-AUa, 

Aig  comliairl'  an  Tùr  Mbic-an-Aba ; 

Fliuair  mise  brigh  na  chaidh  a  labhairt, 

Le  mionnan  air  faobhar  claidheamh, 

Gu'n  tugainn  duitse  mar  a  chual  thu, 

'S  m'ainm,  cba'n  àicheidli  mi  uair  e, 

Theirear  Gille-Micheil  luath  rium, 

Bha  mi  uair  a'm  feachd  Mhic-Cailean, 

'S  is  mi  nis  Fear-riiin  Mliic-an-Aba, 

Sin  duit  fail  a  sbeula 

Le  full  air  broilleacli  mo  leine, 

Comhara  dil'seachd  a  Mhic  rath  ud, 

Co  daingean  ri  bunait  Bheinn  La-ur, 

Sin  mo  bbarrant  co  blieir  dùbhlau, 

Amhairc  an  so 's  creid  do  shiiilean. 

MAC-DHUGHAILL. 

Gu  leòir.      Tha  'n  ruaglach  ud  an  rib'  a  ghlacaidh, 
la  bòidich'ms'  air  crois  nam  feartan, 
Nacli  falaicb  monadh  coill  no  glac  e, 
'S  a  dh'ain'eoin  na  blieil  beo  g'a  leanmliuinn, 
Gur  cumhann  leis  a  roinn  de  dh-Albainn, 
M'an  deàrrs  trì  grianaibh  air  Athar, 
Bithidb  sgiiirs  nan  colg  aig  Locb  Tatha 
Leis  na  tha'n  Lathurna  de'  ni'  fliior  fhuil, 
'S  bàs  na  buaidh,  snuim  chruaidh  mo  sliinnsear 
*  Weem. 


BLAR    DIIAIL    RIGII.  51 

Cha'n  fhuasgail  Reabart  gu  l;i  Ijliràth  i  ; 

Faiceam  ri  siubhal  a  chrois  t^ira, 

Tein'  eigin  air  gach  meall  is  tulach, 

Brataichean  sgaoilt'  air  gach  Uiireirl, 

Suaicheantas  nan  laoohaibh  currant, 

A  dh'fhalbh  do'n  t-saoghal  as  nach  cluinnear 

Siol  Chuinn  a'  freagairt  do'n  ghainn, 

Le  sgal  piob  's  le  gleadhi-aicli  arm  ; 

Biodh  gach  fear  mu  'n  am  so  maireach, 

'Na  airm  air  Leitir  Mhuc-Càrna, 

Mar  cliomharr'  air  tionnsgnadli  searbli, 

A  thoirt  do  Reabart  coinne  ghai-bh, 

Nach  fhaod  e  sheachnadh  no  bhuannaclid, 

Ach  's  i  lann  nrras,  's  cha  theab  ruaig  e, 

Cha'n  eadh,  air  m'onoir,  ach  Laoch  cròdha, 

An  treas  himh-chlaidheamh  's  an  Roinn  Eòrj)a, 

Thug  teachdairean  an  Eigh  dha  sgeula, 
Gu'n  robh  feachd  nam  beann  air  eirigh, 
Coig  ceud  deug  aig  ceann  an  uidhe, 
Campaiclit'  air  faich  an  t-suidhe, 
Ailein  a'  meadhon  Ghlinn  Dochairt, 
Far  an  d'  glieall  an  laochraidh  tachairt, 
Fo  aon  bhratach  mar  a  chualas, 
Fir  thaghta  fo  iùil  an  uaislean. 

Ghluais  Realiart  troimh'  Ghleann-falach, 
A  dh'iarraidh  comhnadh  Mhic-Cailean, 
A  bha  gleidheadh  rathad  Chài-n  an  droma, 
Le  feachd  garbh  na  meirghe  soilleir, 
Air  an  sloinntear  Earra-Ghaidheal, 
'San  Dim  Aorach  teach  nan  armunn. 
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'Nuair  'rànaig  an  Eigli  faiche  SLraithaibh, 

Is  e  'n  diiil  gun  seachnadb  e  choinueamh, 

Chualas  sgal  piob-mhor  a'  seinn, 

'S  torman  sloigh  a  teachd  na  'n  deann, 

Gach  ursann  cliath  air  ceann  na  conspunn, 

Fraocli  cath  na'n  gruaidhibla  's  cruaidh  na'n  dòmaibh. 

AN    CATH. 

Chòmhlaich  na  laoich  lann  ri  lann, 

'An  guil  an  air  fo  shrannaicli  slirol, 

Torruiun  comliraig  fad  an  raoin, 

'S  fuaim  stoc  a'  tùchadh  gaoir  nan  leòn, 

Milidli  'g  an  spòltadli  air  feadb, 

Reubadh  lann  is  bruansgail  shleagh, 

O  dbeas  gu  cli  'na  'm  plodraich  tliiugh, 

Na  Diigblaicb  da  'n  dlighe  'n  Iamb  dheas, 

A'  grad-lionadb  bealacb  na  sgrios, 

Suaicbeantais  bball'-bbreac  nan  Clann, 

'An  smiiidricb  dbeirg  de  fbuil  nan  sonn 

O  Albainn  ghaoil  co  thug  do  shitb  bhuait, 

Mallacbd  buan  do'  d'  lucbd-mi-ruin, 

Tir  nan  cùmhnantan  's  nan  gaisgeacb, 

Nan  tuil,  nam  beann,  's  nan  creacbain  fasgach 

An  iad  so  do  mbic  's  an  àr-fhaicb  fbuileach 

Nacb  d'  fbannaicb  an  gaoir  nam  biiillean, 

Sud  mar  cbite  streup  nam  fear, 
Ail-  fad  an  raoin  's  am  blàr  g'a  chur, 
Na  Dùgblaicb  air  barraibh  nam  friodb, 
A  sjiàirneacbd  troimb  'u  cbaUaid  sbleagh, 
'Bba  dion  an  Rigb  air  gacb  làirab, 
Air  ccsd  fion-fbuil  a  lucbd  dàimb, 
A  b'eigin  striocbdadb  do'n  bbuidhinn, 
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Da  'n  suaicbeantas  an  lodh-chraobli*  ruighmn 
Nach  searg  le  teas  na  le  gaillionn,f 
Nacli  marbh  aois  's  nach  caocbail  datban, 
A  loisgeas  fo'n  uisge  gun  mbùchadh, 
'S  nacb  cnàmh  le  fiacail  an  riudain,J 
O'n  d'  tbig  an  dearcag  iocshlaint  neònach, 
A  db'fbàsas  air  cruacb  's  air  combnard. 


'Nuair  cbnnnaic  a  sbaiglidearan  gnu 

Stadb  a  cbriiin  fo  gbiall  a  bbàis, 

Bbrùcbd  iad  m'a  tbiomcboll  's  an  strenp, 

Mar  tbuinn  gborui  bbileacb  'ni  beuc  air  tràigh. 

Bba  Dugbbis  treun  nacb  d'fbuiling  smacbd, 
A'n  deannal  nan  creucbd  's  e  'gleacbd, 
A'm  buillsgein  catb-bbuidbinn  nam  Mac 
Da  'n  dùtbcbas  Cinn  Alia  nan  cnoc, 
Sreatb  cbasgraidb  nan  Abacb  's  bu  mbairg, 
A  tbacbair  riu  'm  boil  catb  air  leirg ; 
Fuil  uaibbreacb  sbiol  Chninn  nan  colg, 
Mar  shrutb  na  Cona-tbuil  an  goil  feirg, 
Le  'm  biodagdn  claiseacb  cul  tbiugb, 
A'  sgreadail  air  friollainean  liiireacb, 
Lann  chinn-Iieacb  le  neavt  gbàirdean, 
Is  sleagban  reubacb  nan  spèic  cràiteacb, 
A'  dian  cbasgairt  nan  riogbalacb  bras, 
'An  iomart  gbàbbaidb  nan  cleas; 
'tS  CO  nàmbaid  a  b'  urraian  del  as  1 
Acb  fineacban  crodb'  an  taobh  deas, 
Do  nacb  bu  dùtbcbas  ceum  air  an  ais, 

*  Cypress.  t  Pliuy.  t  Tournefort. 
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Laoich  mlior  Ardanacli  o  Cliaill  * 

Steidli  dLion  na  li-Alba  riamli  gun  flioill, 

Fo'n  fhacal  aonaclid  gun  Lhàigh, 

"  An  guaillaibh  a  clieil'  "  o'n  bheul  gun  sgàth, 

Fear  mòr  gun  atbadh  na  fola  brais, 

'Bha  tonnadh  tvoimb  lotaibh  a  chneis, 

Xach  d'  aidich  geill  do  neacb  a  bhos, 

An  E,iglidii-e  Seumas  Dùgblas, 

Da  'm  b'  oighreacbd  Gleann  Anain  nan  lios, 

Lamb  dlieas  an  High  'ga  dhion  o  cbron, 

'S  leis  anns  gach  cruaidh  cbàs  riamh  a  dh'fban, 

Am  fu-eiu  treun  gun  cheilg  o  sbean, 

A  tbug  sgrios  a  bhàis  air  clann  nan  con, 

Sasunuaich  chlomhacli  nan  tar  brugach, 

"  Gun  eagal  Di<i  gun  ghràdh  duine." 

'Xuair  cbuunaic  an  Eigb  gu'n  d'  cbaill  e  bbuaidh, 
'S  an  t-eug  ma  'n  cuairt  'na  mbilteau  dreach 
Cbuir  e  'n  spuir  airgid  'bu  gblan  I'ltli, 
Ki  Muing-geal  sliogaidh  mar  a  cbleaclid, 
Mar  Ian  damb  àillidb  bras  nan  croc, 
An  cutbach  leum  ri  doirlinn  cbais, 
As  iorghuill  sgriosach  nam  pian, 
Thug  e  fuirbidh  nan  cliii  cian  amacb, 
Ghrad  sbeid  e  diidacb  nam  beuc  searbb, 
Cam  adharc  fbarsuing  mbòr  an  tairbb. 
Cbual  am  feacbd  i  mar  bu  nos, 
'S  fbreagair  na  bha  beo  da  gairm, 
Caisgibh  mar  dh'fheudas  an  toir, 
Gleidhibh  ordugh  's  teichibh  dian, 
Than  latha  caillte  sgeul  a  chhiinnear, 
Gu'n  do  gbabh  sin  an  ruaig  o'n  chuniasg. 
*  Kvle. 
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CATH    ALLT-A'-BHANNAICH 

EAUAIl 

NA  GAIDHEAL  ALBANNACH   AGUS  FEACHD  SHASUINN. 
ANNS  a'  bliadhna   1314. 


Tliis  describes  the  great  battle  tliat  won  his  crown  for  Bruce  and  her 
indejiendence  for  Scotland. 


Alladh  nan  curaldh  a  dh'fhalbh, 

Sgeula  searljh  do  shiolach  Gliall, 

A  thuit  le  gaisge  nam  fear  treun, 

Albannaich  'bu  nuara  meinu, 

'An  cath  cosgrach  a  blirist  cuing, 

Fòii'neart  iarmad  chon, 

Le  smachdachadh  nam  faobhar  glan 

Air  faiclie  na  buaidh, 

Mar  'chuala  's  a  chluinueas  gacli  àl. 

Eisd  a  Ghaidlieil  òig  is  morail  gne, 
Fhiùrain  ghloin  e'n  fhreumli  gun  ghaoid, 
A  chinn  's  an  ir'  a  dh'àraich  riamh, 
Laoich  àileil  na  miadh  con-, 
A  ghlèidh  a  dh'ain'eoin  gacli  nàmh, 
Na  dh'fliàg  iad  dliuinne  mar  choir, 
An  lath'  a  chuir  iad  an  cath  cruaidh, 
Aig  AUt-a'-Bhannaich  le  buaidh. 

'Nuair  'shoillsich  lòchran  an  la, 
Air  tùraibh  ard  na  Stridth-liath* 
Ghlac  na  Gàidheil  an  airm, 
Le  deòin  a'  freagairt  do'n  gliairm, 
Gu  "bàs  na  buaidh."     Tha  nàmhaid  dlùth 
Deich  miltean  le  Kith  steud, 
*  Striveling. 
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A'  brucbdadli  troimh'n  Chaol-gleann  o  dbeas 

Gu  sruth  ainmeil  nam  bruachau  cas, 

Far  an  cualas  gair  nan  Clann, 

Le  deineas  a'  tarruing  an  lann, 

'Nviair  tliàinig  an  Righ  'na  eideadL, 

Bu  bhoillsgeil  lith.     Lùireach  tlirom, 

Thinneach  m'a  cliom  an  t-seòid, 

A'  tilgeadb  lannair  ri  grein, 

Is  tuagli  Abi-ach  nan  creuchd  'na  dliòid. 

Tharruing  na  fineaclian  a  suas, 
An  òrdugli  cath  mar  bu  dual, 
Fir  mlior  gun  choimeas  a  blios, 
Fo  earraidh  a  b'eugsamhail  dath, 
Suaithclieantais  gach  treubh  fa  leth, 
Air  clionbhadh  's  an  dealas  mar  aon, 
A  dliioghladh  eucairt  is  tàir. 

'Nuair  sheid  tromjiaidean  nan  nàmh, 
Gairm-chatlia  's  an  geòin*  gu  f  uil, 
Shleuchd  na  Gàidheil  a  sios, 
Ag  aslachadh  còmhnadh  nèamh, 
Aoradh  dùrachdach  nan  treubL, 
Gach  Clann  'am  focliar  a  cheil, 
Loinn  sgatliaibb  'na'n  dùirn, 
Is  Dia  'na'm  beul. 

Thuirt  sladacb  nan  ronnf  ri  fear  ruin, 
A  sheas  dlùth  dba  freagairt  d'a  thoil, 
"  Tha  na  daoin'  iid  ag  iarraidh  sith, 
Stnochte  le  h-eagal,  's  leinne  bhuaidb.' 

*  Gionaclias.  t  Eclwaixl. 
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Fhreagair  an  sgreuiiaire  flat, 
"Tha'n  iarrtas  gu  h-Athair  na  glòir, 
A'  guidhe  airson  an  ciontan  fein, 
Cha  ghèill  iad  duitsa  's  iad  beò." 

'S  mar  tlniirt,  b'ionnan  a  b'  fhlor, 

Dh'èiricli  na  milidh  gun  sgàth, 

Le  iolach  fo  slirolaibh  gris-dliearg, 

A  b'  àillidh  snuadh  air  an  leirg, 

Comharr'  bàis  nam  borb  bha  teaclid, 

Nan  naoi  cath-bliuidlinean. 

'Seacbd  mile  deug  's  gach  aon, 

De  rogha  sluaigh, 

Se  cinnich  'an  comh-blioiun, 

A  bliòidich  saors'  na  h-Alb'  a  mbort, 

'Sa  maoin  a  roinn. 

Thòisich  na  Sasunnaicb  a  ghreis, 
Le  marc-shluagh  lionmhor  garg, 
'Na'm  buidbnean  troni, 
Nach  d'iarr  's  nach  d'fliuair, 
Fatbamas  ach  an  sgrios  a  tboill, 
Air  barraibb  sleagban  gaisgicb  Chaill,* 
'An  toiteal  dhearg  an  air, 
Is  cumliacbd  nèamb  'g  an  dion, 
Sheas  na  fir  mhòr  'an  goil  na  bàir, 
Mar  ailbhinn  a  meadhon  cuain, 
Fo  onfbadh  duile  nan  stuadb, 
B'  ionnan  na  h-Albannaicli  gliarbb, 
An  dùiseal  thuagli  'us  lann, 
Is  steudan  nam  beart-gathacb, 
A'  leum  na'n  dàil  le  cuthach  còmbraig. 
*  Kyle. 
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Far  an  cluinnte  stoirua  na  cruaidh, 

A'^torchuir  mharc,  is  flaear, 

Albainn  le  colg  neart  a  gnàtb, 

A  sgoltadh  claiginn  nan  daoi, 

A  dh'fhàsaich  i  's  a  mhort  a  cliii, 

Ke  ochd  bliadhn'  deug, 

Gun  ioclid  gun  bhàigh, 

A'n  sud  le  dearbh  reachd  nèamli, 

'S  le  treor  a'  Mac  gun  taing, 

A'  cosnadli  buaidh  an  àigh. 

A  thug  do'n  fhitheach  rocach  cuirm, 

Air  closaichean  na  neoglilan  fiar, 

Nach  togadh  tuilleadh  airm, 

An  aghaidh  sgiùrs  na  dh'fhan, 

Gu  bhi  'n  an  creich  do'n  eug, 

'Nuaii-  thoisich  iad  rl  gleaclid  as  ùr, 

Gun  suim  do'n  bhuil, 

Ag  iadhadli  ni'au  bbuidhinn  laoch, 

A  bhailc  am  faobhair  'n  am  full, 

Claoidhteach  lionmhor  's  laist  le  boil, 

Mallaclid  fein-sgrios  is  tàir, 

Nacli  falaicli  tiom  's  nach  cuir, 

Lior  nam  boUa-cheann  diubh, 

Co  fad  's  a  dheàrrsas  grian, 

No  mliaireas  Bitli  nan  dull, 

Dh'ath  bhrosnaich  iad  le  giiinsglaich, 

Confhadli  muirt  an  cleachdadli  riamh, 

Bu  bheag  a  dhiong  e'n  sud, 

'S  na  suinn  gun  fhiamh, 

Fo  ]Mlieirgh'  an  Leogliainn  deirg, 

'S  am  fiiil  air  glioil  le  cuimhae, 

Si^rios  na  mairg,  a  dliitLich  ceud  mile, 
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'S  CÒ1T  le  claidheamb,  croicli  is  gort, 

O  na  chaidh  Rigli  Alastair  fo'n  iiir, 

'S  a  nis  na  uàimhdean  borb, 

Air  teaclid  as  iir,  a  thoirt 

A  bliuille  bliàis, 

Do  Ciiinneach  uaiblireach  nacli  d'fhuiliug  cuing. 

Gaol  do  na  curaidhean  feachd, 

A  dhearbh  an  sgeul  ud  dliuiun. 

Domlinullaicli  o  He  sliean  an  lagh, 

Da'n  coir  reaclid  High, 

Tir  thuinnidh  laoch  a  b'  àillidli  snuadh, 

'S  b'  àii-de  gniomh  ; 

Deicli  mile  dliiubh  fo'n  t-sròl, 

Fir  àrdanacb,  o  eirtliir  cuain, 

Air  làoili  dheas  an  flieaclid, 

Borr,  flathail,  nan  ceudan  catli, 

Fo  lasadli  ruaim, 

Nan  seachd  suaithcheantais*  is  àirde  meas. 

Mar  ruitheas  tonn  air  tlionn, 

Le  ànradh  doirbh  ga  tràigh, 

A  bristeadh  le  neart  fein  o'm  bonn  gu'm  b;irr, 

Air  babhun  criochan  smachd  a'  chuain, 

Sgàin  mìltean  Shasunn  air  grab 

Nam  faobliar,  gris  'n  am  feòil, 

'S  tuil  dliearg  o'n  cairbliean  a'  ruith, 

'An  claisean  caol  nan  cluain, 

O  lotan  leòn,  nan  gearradh, 

Nacli  druideadh  sgil  's  nach  d'iarr, 

Alt-.sliaoir  nan  dlogli'ltaoli  trean, 

*  Leoghan,  Caisteal,  Bradan,  Craoblifliige,  Fraoch,  Long,  is 
Làmh-dhearg. 
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A  mhaom  o  dheas  gu  cli, 

'Am  broilleach  nan  nàimhdean  borb, 

An  raon  cliritlieacli  fo'm  buinn, 

A'  comlifhreagairt  do'n  ail, 

Os  an  ceann,  a'  triobhualadh  le 

Gàir  chath  's  cb'abh  glioil  steud, 

A'  sitheadh  air  babhuin  shleagh, 

'Am  boil  an  àii', 

Fai-  nach  d'fhidrich  athar  a  mhac, 

Na  fear  ruin  a  charaid  uchd, 

Ochanaich  nan  lèont  is  gleadliar  arm, 

A'  bodhradh  nam  milidli  a  sheas, 

'An  stoirm  nam  faobhar.      Gus  an  do  tbachdadh 

An  gleann  's  an  abhainn, 

Le  cruacban  mharbh, 

Sgiiirte  le  cuthacb  nàir  is  tnù, 

Diombuaidh  is  mallaclid  nèimh, 

Theicli  na  bolgairean  gun  uin' 

A  chaoidh  an  letb-cheud  mile  fear, 

A  luidb  gun  deò. 

Air  àracli  nan  iomradh,  gun  cbriocb, 

Ma'n  cualas  s.n  leòir. 
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BLAR    SHUNADAIL. 


This  poem  -was  composed  by  the  Bard  after  a  visit  he  paid  to  the 
district  in  the  winter  of  1865-G.  He  was  the  guest  of  the  Parish 
minister,  whose  manse  is  not  far  from  Sunadale.  The  manse  is 
called  Dun-Leabhair  in  the  poem.  The  piece  opens  with  an  ad- 
dress to  Sunadale  ;  the  story  then  is  told  of  a  supposed  raid  that 
was  made  by  Rurach,  a  Scandinavian  king  of  Dublin,  upon  Cantyre 
in  the  reign  of  Kenneth  M'Alpin.  Rurach,  who  had  harried  many 
a  land,  resolves  to  make  a  descent  upon  Cantyre.  He  holds  a 
council  ;  Gargan,  one  of  his  heroes,  advises  that  a  few  of  them 
should  go  in  the  guise  of  fishermen  and  spy  the  land.  The  counsel 
is  adopted  ;  they  reach  the  mouth  of  Campbeltown  Loch  and  find 
the  Island  of  Davar  crowded  wi'  h  Scottish  soldiers,  and  a  chain  of 
great  strength  stretched  across  the  mouth  of  the  Loch  ;  they  are 
challenged,  and  told  that  the  day  was  celebrated  as  the  king's  birth- 
day, and  that  on  that  day  no  stranger  was  allowed  to  enter  ;  they 
pretend  they  are  fishermen  from  Arran,  and  make  a  great  show  of 
their  loj'alty  ;  they  go  away  and  sail  round  the  Mull  and  arrive 
at  the  mouth  of  West  Loch  Tarbert.  They  are  here  also  challenged 
by  the  watchful  Celts  ;  they  pretend  that  they  were  driven  by 
stress  of  weather  to  seek  the  favourable  shelter  of  the  Loch.  They 
ask,  and  obtain  leave  to  sail  up  Loch  Tarbert,  and  drag  their  boats 
across  the  isthmus  to  the  East  Loch  ;  they  sail  to  the  Isle  of  Man, 
which  they  reach  in  safety.  This  ends  the  first  part  of  the  poem. 
— R.  B. 


A     CHEUD    EARRANN. 

A  Sbunadail  a'  chladaich  bliearnaich, 

Ged  is  corrach  glas  do  slilio.s, 

'S  ged  nach  robh  thu  trie  an  saothair  nan  bard, 

M'an  teirig  do  sgeul  ci'eiche  's  blàir 

Bitliidh  tu  'measg  chàicli  'g  ad  iomradh. 

Do  rudha  ciar-dhubh,  bia'dh  nam  bàirneach, 

Sguabte,  bàite,  's  co  d'an  ioghnadh, 

'N  uair  a  sheideas  Ealasaid  a  fuaradli, 

A'  sguabadh  tonnan  Chaolais-Bliranndain ; 

Mullaicliean  mara  le  stoirm  faoiltich, 

A  clmnnaic  mi  bho  thaobh  Dliun-leabhair ; 

Onfhadh  na  doimline  slialainu 
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A'  stealladh  mu  d'  cheann  gun  sgios, 

A'  tuiteam  's  a'  direadh  mu  seach, 

Trom  mhotliar  slaclidraich  stuadhaii  fairge, 

A'  criothnachadh  do  cliaraigean  cleiteach,  dubh, 

Air  nacli  laidli  dus  a'  Mliàirt. 

Co  nach  sireadli  do  glilacan  uaine, 

A  chunnaic  aon  uair  iad 

'N  an  culaidh  shamhraidb, 

Cruitlieachd  nan  lusan,  mar  gu'm  b'ann,  a'  stri 

Co  's  riomhaiche  a  sgeadaicheas 

Gacli  isleach  a's  brnaich, 

Bho  tliolman  noad  na  h-uiseig' 

Gn  aisridh  doireachan  nan  earb  ! 

Do  ghleanntan  coillteacli  far  an  cluinnear 

Na  miltean  iteacb  fo  dhuilleach 

Nan  crann  ciibhraidh,  air  bruachan 

Nan  sruithean  nach  traoigh, 

A'  taomadh  an  uclul  do  tliràgha, 

A  tha  'nis  am  measg  chàicli  an  iomradh. 

An  lùithean  Choinnicli  mhoir  na  h-Alba, 
'S  chiialas  gach  gniomh  a  thug  an  t-ainm  dha, 
Bha  Eiirach  Mac  Chracaig  nan  strèap, 
'N  a  righ  an  Ath-cHath  an  Eirinn, 
Lochhxnnach  crnadalach,  seolta, 
B'  iomadh  bninne  doirbh  a  sheol  e ; 
B'  iomadh  uamha,  coill'  is  cladach 
Anns  an  do  sheid  e  turlach  rathaid ; 
B'  iomadh  buaile  mhòr  a  chreach  e, 
'S  bu  lionmhor  fear  garg  a  ghleachd  e, 
Eadar  Tir-Chonuill  a's  da  Arainn, 
Gleannaibh  na  Rut'  a's  Manainn, 
Eilean  tri-chasach  nan  Gàidheal. 


BLAR    SHUXADAIL.  63 

Tba  crìoch  orr'  annad,  's  b'fhad  an  dàil  ud, 

Grhlaclid  Rùrach  tliu  le  'cliabhlach, 

'S  sheisd  e  do  Dhùn  dìon  le  'armailt, 

'S  an^uair  a  shaoil  e  gu  'n  do  striochd  thu 

Ghairm  e  gu  comhairl'  a  dliilsean. 

De  'n  cliuid  diubh'  ràinig  a'  choinneamli 

So  an  ainmean'  borb  gun  sloinneadh  ; 

Meargadal,  Gary  an,  a's  Brosdan, 

Beolan,  Eardadh,  a's  Torcull, 

Lorgan,  Rasan,  a's  Crogach, 

Ugadal,  Mugan,  a's  Dornan. 

'N  uair  'choinnicli  iad  aig  Carn-a'-ghrianaidh 

Thug  Ruracli  mar  so  dhoibh  'iarrtas  : 

"  Chi  sibh  an  diugh  grian  an  Earraich 
A'  boillsgeadh  air  muir  's  air  talanih, 
Ag  innseadh  gur  am  dhuinn  gluasad 
A  chuir  na  gheibh  sinn  ris  na  fhuau-  sinn. 
Thog  sinn  cheana  creach  na  h-Eireann, 
An  iomadh  ceàrn,  's  cha  d'fhuair  iad  eiric 
Ach  rocail  an  fhithich  air  an  cairbhean, 
Air  tir  mor  's  an  innsean  fairge, 
Cais'meachd  na  tuaidhe  's  gaoir  nan  lasair 
Ag  innseadh  co  dhinn  a  thacliair 
Air  na  dh-£hàg  sinn  sgathte,  ròiste, 
'S  de  'na  fhuair  sinn  nach  robh  beo  dhiubh, 
Eadar  Sligeach  's  Carraig-Fhearghais, 
Na  thogadh  an  coir'  air  eallachain  ! 

Tha  Manainn  gun  chrodh  gun  àireach, 
'S  cha'n  fhada  bhuainn  creach  Earraghàidheal, 
Ceann-tii'e  torach,  feurach,  gleannach, 
Fonn-alti'um  nam  fiadh  's  nan  coileach. 
Tha  'n  fhairge  ma  'n  cuairt  gach  taobh  dheth. 
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Domhain,  glan,  gun  bristeadli  caolais, 

Far  am  faigb  ar  Cabhlach  seoladh 

Gun  glirabadli  timcliioll  a'  cliòrsa, 

O  Blieinn-an-Tuivc  gu  Loch-an-Tairbeirt. 

Le  soillse  maduinn  's  ciar  an  anmoicb, 

Siùl)Llaidli  sinn  àirdeaii  is  comhnard 

A'  gabhail  mar  thig,  creach  a's  torachd. 

Faicibli  a  nis  co  'n  taobh  dhetli 

Is  laige  dion  's  is  lugLa  'n  daoine, 

'S  an  dòigli  is  feàrr  air  a  ghlacadh, 

Ma  'm  faigli  a  mhuinntir  cultaice. 

A^Ghargain,  an  toiseach  so  do  bharail, 

Is  tu  an  Ceann-feadhna  is  sinne  th'  againn. 

Gargan. 
"Aig  do  slieirbhis  mar  mo  chomas, 
Ach  's  deacair  an  combaradh  sin  amas : 
'S  fior  gu  'n  do  thog  sinn  creacb  na  b-Eireann, 
'S  nacb  d'  fbàg  sinn  aon  a  db'innseadb  sgeul  air, 
Bba  'n  tuagb  a'  sracbdadb  sgratb  nan  càirean, 
'S  am  fòid  lasracb  ris  gacb  fàrdach, 
Cba  d'  fbàg  sinn  mart  air  beinn  no  faicbe, 
No  eacb  no  lair  a  db'fhàs  an  seicbe, 
Tbeicb'na^b-Eireannaicb  a'  sianail 
Gu  bonn  na  speur  's  ni  b'fbaide  db'iarradh  ! 
'S  an  nair  gbabb  iad  an  casan  mar  urras, 
B'  e  'm  port  ciiiil,  '  Cha  till  sinn  tuille.' 
Ach  's  meallta  so  a  tboirt  mar  sbambb\da 
Air  Gàidbeal  laocbail  na  b-Alba. 

Ma^tbeid  tbu  riiisgte  troimb  tbom  droigbinn, 
'S  coiseacbd  cas-lom  air  preas  cuilinn, 
Cadal  gun  lein'  air  an  fbeanntaig, 
'S  racadal  itbeadb  gun  draing  ort, 
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'S  usadh  dliuit  sud  na  do)  a'  Hwionadh 

Friodhan  stailinn  Chinntire. 

Ach  o'n  's  comhairle  's  nach  c^mhrag 

Is  feumaiche  's  an  am  g'  ar  seòladb, 

Mar  's  lugha  a  their  's  is  mo  a  ni  sinn 

'S  ami  is  àirde  a  bliitheas  gach  guioiuh  dliuinn. 

Tlia  'n  so  da  fhear  dheug  de'  d'  cliiiruean 

A  lean  riut  riamh  's  a  nis  nich  fag  thu  ; 

Tha  da  bhirlinn  ann  ad  chabhlacli 

Co  maith  's  a  chuir  druim  air  fairge, 

Da  she-ramhach  dhionacli  làidir, 

'S  theid  sinne,  seisear  amis  gacli  bata, 

Faigli  slatan  iasgaich  agus  liontan, 

Aibli  osanach  is  eangach  sgriobaidh, 

Theid  thu  ma  'n  cuairt  Cinntir'  mar  iasgair, 

'S  chi  thu  deas  a's  tuath,  mar  t'  iarrtas, 

Oach  port  is  tràigh,  gach  iiig  is  cala, 

Gach  caisteal,  tiir  is  bealach-faire  ; 

'S  ma  thig  iad  's  gu  'm  feòraich  iad,  Co  sinn, 

Tha  Gàidhlic  Arannach  aig  coig  dhinn, 

Is  triiiir  eile  a  bha  'n  Leoghas  'n  an  oige 

'N  uair  dh'  iarr  na  Lochlannaich  coir  air  ; 

'S  aithiie  dhuit  sinn.     Gabh  air  t'  adhart, 

Cha  chreid  mi  nach  soirbhich  an  oidhirp." 

"  'S  maith  thu,  fhir  ghairg,"  arsa  Rurach, 
"  Is  treise  foill  aig  am  na  dubhlan. 
Beartaichaibh  Sron-nam-fuaradh , 
Le  Druim-direach  ghmomhach,  naeh  d'fhuai'adh 
A'  tiileadh  airroiiin  cholgach  riulha, 
'S  iomadh  tonn  a  sgoilt  i  dhuinne, 
Sruth  is  gaoth  da'n  d'thug  i  gualainn, 
Cha'n  fhacas  fathast  seise  luatliais  dhi  : 
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'S  mur  tig  Mac  Iain  GLeàir  g'  ar  tòraclid' 

Clia  gblacar  le  luath's  ràmh  na  seòl  i  !  " 

Gliluais  na  fir  thun  a'  cliladaicb, 

*S  leag  iad  an  airm  an  toui-falaioh. 

Fhuaradh  grad  an  àsaig  iasgaicli. 

Uidheam  gun  mheaug  mar  a  dh'  iarradli. 

Stiinr  iad  troimli  'n  linne  leathain,  dlionihain, 

O  Mhanainn  gu  corsa  Cliinntire, 

O'n  d'  tliàinig  an  naidlieachd  mar  a  dli'innsear. 

All  Claonaig  fliasgach  nam  faoileann 

Leag  iad  an  acair,  's  j^baisg  iad  aodacli 

Gus  an  d'  eirich  grian  air  beanntan  Arainn, 

'S  an  cinn  fo  cbirb  nan  neul  am  falacb. 

Dh'  auibairc  Riiracb  le  iogbnadli 

Air  aodainu  cbaraigeacb  nan  aonacb 

Ag  èij'idb  o  cbombnard  na  fairge, 

Ursannan  iomall  àrd  na  b-Alba, 

A  cbnir  an  creacbadair  dàna 

lonann  's  mar  an  umblacbd  cbràbbaidh, 

Ged  a  cbuir  sriith  is  gaotb  'n  a  dbeann  e 

Troimh  stuadban  gruamacb  Cbaolas-Bliranndain, 

'S  e  'faicinn  cladacb  glas  (Jbinntire, 

Le  tiiraibb  aosda  mar  dbion  da 

All  sealladb  a  cbeil'  air  gacb  bearradb, 

Far  an  deàrrsadb  teine-rabbaidh, 

'N  uair  a  tbigeadb  naimbdean  nan  Gàidbeal, 

A  fbuair  an  uaigb  co  trie  's  a  tbàinig. 

Còrsa  sgolbacb,  geodbach,  iargalt', 

A  cbuir  Eiiracb  à  dùil  na  db'  iarr  e ; 

'S  mur  bitbeadb  combairle  a  cbàirdean 

Tbilleadb  e  luatb  mar  a  tbàinig, 

Le  gaotb  'n  an  siùil,  's  ràimh  'g  an  sparradh, 
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Gu  dian  an  iar  ag  iarraidli  ratliaid 

Gu  locli  fasgach  Chille-Chiarain, 

Miami  nam  bard  's  na  chunnaic  riamli  e  ! 

Rainig  na  seoid  Cleit-a'-chaolaiti, 

Eadar  Eilean-dà-bhàrr  a's  Creag-nam-faoileann, 

Ob  fasgach,  is  gun  tonn  air  cladacb. 

Thuirt  Gargan,  "So  an  t-àite.     Stadaibli 

Gus  an  cluinnear  na  's  àill  leibb, 

'S  bbur  comhairle  m  'an  iarr  sinu  fàrdach 

Eadar  giallan  an  leòghainn 

A  's  trie  a  chagainn  ar  seorsa. 

A  righ  Ath-cliath. — ort  an  lùireacb  ! 

Glac  an  taoman  's  aom  do  cbulaobh. 

'S  tu  'nis  sgalag  a'  bbàta, 

'S  bi  bodbar  o  nacb  d'  f buair  tbu  Gàidhlic. 

Bidb  sinne  'smèideadh  riut  's  'ga  d'  sheùladli 

Mar  bhalbhan  bochd  nacb  cluinn  ar  combradb, 

A  dbaoin-uaisl'  am  bbeil  sibb  uile  toileacb 

An  rigli  a  cbur  mar  so  am  folach  Ì " 

Fbreagair  gach  fear,  "  Biodb  sin  mar  'fcba  e  : 

Cba  'n  'eil  dòigb  eil'  air  a  tboirt  sàbhailt." 

Gargan. 
"Taobb  tball  d'an  cbaraig  so  air  fuaradb 
Chi  e  gur  maitb  dba  na  cbual  e." 
Dh'  iomair  iad  m'  an  cuairt  an  rutba ; 
Kàinig  iad  Eilean-an-dà-cbaob\is, 
'S  dithist  fosgailt'  air  gacli  taobb  dbeth, 
Aon  diubb  Ian  dombain,  fior-gblan, 
'S  an  t-aon  eile  'ti-àgb'db  's  a'  lionadh 
O  'n  linne  gvi  bràigbe  'cbabx 
Air  an  d'  ainmicb  na  Gàidheil  am  baile. 
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Thug  Rùrach  osann  tlirom  nach  b'àbhaist, 

'N  iiair  cliunn'  e  'n  t-eilean,  b'  eagal  dasan  : 

Earra-Ghàidhealaich  mhòr  nan  casan  dearga, 

'N  an  sreathan  o  bliile  na  fairge 

Air  lend  gach  troidh  an  seasadh  duine, 

O  iocbdar  na  creige  g'  a  mullach; 

Plathan  soills'  o  'n  aii-m  a'  deànsadh  ; 

Srò]  air  a'  bhinneig  a  b'  àirde — 

Bratach  na  b-Alba,  seadh  a  moraclid 

D'  an  dion  aon-adharcach  a's  leògbann. 

Bha  slabhraidh  aibheiseach  trast'  a'  chaolais, 

'S  a  cinn  's  a'  chreig  anns  gach  taobh  dheth. 

So  glas  a'  chala^ — stad  a  Ptiiraich  ! 

Tha  cleachdainn  nan  Gàidheal  ìir  dhuit ! 

Ghlaodh  freicoadan,  "  Co  as  duibh  fhearaibh  ? 

'S  coir  gu  'n  tuig  sibh  bhur  mearachd  : 

So  latha-breth  Eigh  Alba, 

Tha  'n  rathad  dùinnfc'  air  tir  's  air  fairge. 

Innsibh  co  as  duiV)h:  so  an  t-ordugh 

A  thng  an  ceannard  's  an  am  dhomhsa.' 

Gargan. 

"  lasgaii'ean  siniie  o  Arainn, 

Tha  sinn  ceàrr  's  gun  'fhios  againn. 

Slàinte  's  buaidh  do  Righ  Coinneach, 

A'  chi'oich  do  na  dh'  iai-ras  a  choire! 

Bu  duilich  leinn  'òrdugh  a  bhristeadh, 

A  laoich  mhoir  a's  àirde  misneach." 

Dh'  iomair  iad  a  mach  gu  socair 

Ag  amharc  'n  an  deigh,  's  cha  b'  ann  tosdach, 

Ag  iolach  's  am  boineidean  'n  an  làmhan 

Mar  eu  'm  b'  eibhneas  dhaibh  an  t-àit'  ud. 
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Gargan. 
"Tha  siun  fad  nan  ràmh  o'n  charaig, 
Greasaibh  gu  luath  as  an  t-sealladh. 
Ma  ghabhas  iad  amharus  ciod  e  sinn, 
Glieibh  sinn  an  gad  gun  stad  gun  rèite. 
Chroch  iad  so  Greann  Mòr  Mac  lomhaiv 
A  ghlac  iad  latha  Ghliiine-righ'sdail ; 
Gno-nan-ceann,  a's  Sraclid-nan-sealblian, 
Da  bbràth'r  m'  athar  ; 
Ceud  d'  a  mhuinntir,  's  iomadli  ceannard 
Nach  d'  fliuair  fathast  an  eiric, 
A  tliogar  gun  taing  'n  uair  a  tlieid  sinn 
'N  ar  buidlmean-creacliaidh  feadli  na  dùthclia. 
Bidh  nenlan  toit'  gach  taobh  'g  an  tiicliadh, 
Sleagh,  a's  tuagh,  a's  croich,  a's  teinne, 
'Toirt  aichmheil  dhiubh  airson  na  's  leinne. 
Cha  dion  a'  chrea^  ud  fad'  an  anail, 
Ged  's  lionmhor  iad,  is  sinne  ainneamh. 
Tha  la  eile  'taiTuing  dluth  dhaibli 
A  blieir  Lochlann  daibli  le  àireamh  dùbhlan 
Tha,  nis,  a  Righ  an  ceann-siar  ad  shealladh ; 
Direach  mu  d'  choinnimh,  so  an  rathad. 
Chi  tliu  Dun-abhavtaidh  's  na  th'  ann  diubh, 
Ach  's  gliocas  an  seachnadh  's  an  am  so. 
So  duthaich  nan  curaidh  garg  an  còndaail ; 
Bheir  sinne  dhaibh  deannal  nan  sgòman  ! 
M'  eibhneas  an  tuagh  an  uair  a  chi  mi 
A  faobhar  a'  spreadadh  an  ciobhlan, 
'S  ti-oimh  bhun  nan  teang  's  gu  cùl  nan  cluasau, 
A'  dioghkidh  na  thug  iad  bhuainne  ! 
Le  sruth  a's  gaoth  a  nis  'n  am  fàbhar, 
Chuartaich  iad  a'  Mhaol  gun  fhàdal. 
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Gu  cladach  an  taoibh  mu  thiiath  dhi. 

Blia  'n  fhairge  ciùin  's  a'  ghaoth  gun  lihi-uaillean, 

Cliunn'  iad  Diin-sgeitheag  's  Dnn-a'-clilachain, 

'S  gach  port  is  ùig  am  fad  an  astair 

'S  an  cnii-  birlinn  a  saidh  air  fad  na  Learga, 

Ged  nach  do  mhendaich  sud  an  earbsa. 

Bhi  coimeas  nam  fear  a  b'  fheàrr  a  bh'  aca 

Ri  calmaich  nan  cnlaidhean  breaca 

A  cluinnaic  iad  air  feadh  nan  achadh. 

'S  cuid  eil'  air  bruthaichean  's  an  glacan 

A'  trusadh  chaorach  thun  nan  cròidhean, 

'S  an  crodh  aig  buacliaillean  's  aig  oi'jhean 

'G  an  iomain,  gu  h-eadradh,  do  bhuailtean, 

Na  minn  a'  mireag  air  na  cluaintean, 

Eòin  na  mara  'n  cuisle  an  tràgliaidli, 

A'  glacadh  nan  iasg  meanbh  gun  àireanih, 

Faoileann  a'  chneis  gbil  gun  smal 

Ag  itealaich,  a  teach d  's  a'  dol, 

No  'snàmli  nan  toniian  coi'racli,  bairagheal, 

Stuadhan  fuaimneach  na  fairge  ; 

Gaoth  o  'n  iar  a'  coinneachadh  sruth  rabliairt, 

Greaim  chaoireacli  bàthaidh  a  cathadh, 

A  chur  na  coimbich  bhorb  an  iomagain, 

A'  teicbeadhle  luatli's  sheol  's  le  iomram, 

Do  Loch-an-Tairbeart  fasgach,  sàbbailt, 

Is  minic  a  thug  fois  do  'n  anrach. 

Thuii't  Riii-ach,  's  e  'g  eirigh,  "  A  dhaoin'  uaisle, 

Tha  mi  searbh  d'  an  liiirich  fhuair  so  ; 

Tilgibh  i  an  grunnd  a'  bhàta, 

Gus  an  seas  mi  mar  a  b'àbhaist." 

Garcan. 
"Tha  sin  barrachd  's  is  fhiach  i'  anail, 
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Far  am  bheil  tliu  'nocbd  air  t'  aineol." 

Cha  b'  f liada  dhaibh  mar  so  a'  labhairt, 

^N  uair  thainig  freiceadan  a'  chalaidh, 

'S  dithist  air  ceann  na  cuideachd, 

CoUa  Mac-Dhòmlmuil  nam  bi;illean, 

Bho  Chruach  Chorr-airidh  an  lie, 

'S  am  fear  eile  de  Ghàidheil  Chinntìre, 

Eacliunn  Mac  Aonghais  mhoir  a'  Chlacliain, 

Laoch  a  chaidh  ainm  fad'  air  astar  ; 

Theireadh  each  ris, 

Fear  a  bu  treise  de  na  Niallaich  ! 

"N"  uair  leag  na  h-iasgairean  an  acair, 

Tliuirt  e,  mar  so,  am  beagan  fhacal : 

"  Co  sibh  Ì  Thugaibh  sgeul  gun  dàil, 

'S  brigh  bliur  turuis  gn  tir  Mhic-Dliòmhnuill ; 

So  comhla  's  iuchair  Chinntire  ; 

'S  e  'n  t-òrdvigh  gu  'n  innis  na  thig  's  na  tlieid 

An  duthaich  's  an  cinneadli. 

Chuireadh  sinne  mar  urrais  g'  a  iarraidh, 

'S  fiachan  so  nach  faodar  àicheadh." 

Gargan. 

*'  'S  fios  do  na  Gàidlieil  gu  leir, 

Fhir  threin,  gur  fior  do  chainnt 

'S  gii  'm  faigli  tliu  gun  taing  na  dh'  iarr  tliu, 

Smachd  Mhic-Dhomhnuill  'n  a  thir  fein, 

'S  nach  eiginn  idir  do  na  càirdean 

A  bhi  dha  mar  a  bha  sinn,  dileas. 

lasgairean  sinn  o  Arainn  ; 

C'huir  fuadach-mara  sinn  an  taobh  so  ; 

Chuartaich  sinn  a  Mhaol  's  a'  mhadainn 

Gun  tonn  air  a  buinne,  's  a  li-uchd 
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Ri  speuran  gorm  gun  neul, 

A's  fèith  a'  uoclidadli  a  li-iiilleaclKl. 

Air  a  cladacli,  an  taobli  inu  thuatli  dhi, 

Dli'  eirich  fras  fhuaraidh  o  'n  iar, 

Garbliau  borb  nach  gabhadh  stad. 

Ruitli  siun  air  fad  na  linne  ghàbhaidli, 

Stiùir  'g  a  gleidheadh,  's  siùil  'g  an  togail, 

'S  raiiiih  a'  cur  cobhar  m'  an  bhòrd  a  b'  àii-de. 

Tha  sinn  a  nis  sàbliailt  aig  talla  baiglieil 

Righ  Innse-Gall  :  cba  'n  iomradh  gainne  d'  a  mhuinntir. 

An  cead  duiun  na  birlinnean  a  tharuinn  trast  anTairbeart? 

Tha  Mluiol  searbli  a  dhol  'n  a  còmbail." 

Eachuxn, 

"  Bu  gbarbh  a  h-anail  an  diugh  'g  ur  ruagadh, 

Thar  dromannan  gruamach  domhain,  colgach. 

Is  cead  duibh  na  birlinnean  a  tharruinn 

Gu  loch  eararach  an  Tairbeart  : 

Arannaich,  luchd-leanmhuinn  ]\Ihic  Dhòuihnuill, 

Fasgadh  a's  biatachd  an  coir  bhuainn." 

Thog  na  seòid  Sron-na-fuaradh 

Air  an  guaillean  le  sar-ghreini  calmachd, 

'S  Druim-direach  'n  a  deigh, 

A  leag  iad  reidh  's  an  loch  clmmhann 

An  taobh  an  ear  do  mhuineal  Chinntire  moire, 

Co  luath  's  a  dhruid  neòil  na  h-oidhche 

Mu  ghathau-soillse  luchran  nan  speur, 

Thog  na  coimhich  gharg  na  siiiil 

Air  barraibh  nan  siigh  's  an  linne  vompa 

Gu  Arainn  nan  iomradh  sean. 

O'n  cheann  deas  deth  gliabh  iad  ciirsa 

'S  eagal  na  croiche  'g  an  ruagadh — 
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Gad  ruighinn  seilich  Cliinntire 

A'  diosgail  'n  an  cluasan. 

Aon  eagal  eile,  ach  croicli  na  li-Alba, 

Cha  robh  air  talamh  no  aii'  fairge 

Aig  an  t-seors'  ud.     Garg  mar  mhadadli  alluidli 

An  dùthcha,  an-ioclidmhor  mar  mbath-ghamliainn 

Tuathacli  an  Lochlann  fuar  an  t-sneaclid, 

'S  a  shoe  am  bian  a  chreiche, 

Acras  a's  gairge  nàduir  'g  a  stuigeadb — 

Riochd  nan  creacbadairean  borb  nd. 

Ràinig  iad  Manainn  gun  dochunn, 

'S  db'  fhàg  Slid  rombainn  letb  an  sgebib 
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The  second  part  of  tlie  poem  opens  with  an  account  of  the  arrival  at 
Sunadale  of  the  King  of  the  Isle  of  Man,  who  comes  with  a 
sadstoi-y  of  how  F.uraeh  bunied  and  destroyed  his  kingdom.  A 
few  brave  Scottish  Highlanders — such  as  Ailean-nan-Snp  from 
Mull,  Mac  Iain  Ghearr  from  Sunart,  and  others — take  refuge  in  a 
cave  in  the  north  end  of  the  Isle  of  ilan  ;  thf-y  are  joined  by 
Gregor  MacGregor  from  Cowal,  who  was  driven  by  i^tress  of  weather 
to  Man.  They  make  friends  with  M'Dougall,  the  admiral  of 
Rurach's  fleet,  who  was  carried  away  in  his  youth  and  reared  as  a 
Scandinavian,  but  who  never  lost  his  love  for  his  oppressed 
covntrymen  and  his  hatred  of  their  oppressors.  He  turns  traitor 
to  Rurach  and  aids  in  setting  fire  to  Rurach's  stronghold.  After  a 
desperate  fight  with  Rurach's  guard,  whom  they  all  slay,  they  set  out 
to  acquaint  the  Cantyi-e  folks  of  the  intended  raid.  This,  however, 
was  done  by  the  King  of  Man  already.  Gregor  goes  to  Cowal  to 
gather  his  clan.  The  Cantyre  people  all  gather.  Feats  of  great 
strength  are  being  done  by  way  of  exercise,  wh-n  the  bagpipes  of  the 
Islay  and  Cowal  hosts  are  heard  sounding  in  the  distance.  They  are 
welcomed  and  led  to  the  field  where  they  intend  to  wait  the 
enemy  Rurach  and  his  host  arrive.  They  get  a  wann  reception 
and  are  thoroughly  thrashed  and  fly  in  terrible  confusion.  It 
may  be  interesting  to  know  that  the  Bard  has  taken  the  names  of 
the  decent  fiirmers  and  cottars  who  livfd  in  the  district  in  1S65, 
and  transformed  them  into  brave  chieftains  of  the  olden  time.  — R.B. 


An  dara  Earranx. 
Seaclitlainn  a's  la  'n  a  dheigh, 
Blia  Mac-Iclie  Shunadail 
Aig  cladach  port  an  ainra  ud, 
An  sàmlichair  madainn  a'  Mliàigh, 
'S  a'  chi-uitheaclid  'n  a  h-ailleachd  gacli  taobh 
Saoglial  nan  lusan  a'  còmhdacli  nam  bruacli ; 
An  fhairge  an  siiaimhneas  sitli', 
Gun  tonn  ri  tir  's  a  h-uchd  mar  sgathan, 
A'  dearr.sadh  ri  copan  cian  nan  speiir, — 
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Sealladli  nach  annas  do  na  Gàidheil, 

'S  nach  eòl  do  chàch  nach  faca  riamh  e. 

Dh'  amhairc  am  fear  mor  ri  muir, 

'S  chunnaic  e,  'teachd  air  sruth  a'  chaohais, 

Birlinn  fhada  le  sè  raimh  dheiig, 

Is  fear  'g  a  stiùradh  's  e  'm  breacan  rioghail  na  h-Alba. 

Bha  crann  àrd  'n  a  meadhon, 

A's  leòghann  dearg  am  brataich  leathainn, 

Air  fiamh  an  òir  gun  smal, 

A'  srannail  ri  cèabhar  nan  oiteag 

A  thog  gbiasad  na  birlinn, 

A'  sgoltadh  an  t-sruith  le  neart  ioniram, 

'S  i  'ruith  gun  fhiaradh  air  Port  Shunadail. 

Leag  na  coigrich  gun  dàil  an  acair 

Far  am  fac'  iad  fear  àrd 

Le  fàilte  'teachd  'n  an  comhail ; 

'S  labhair  le  gutli  duineil, 

"  Sonas  do  thurus  nan  Gàidheal, 

Bhur  beatha  gu  Dun-sgolb  ! 

Cha  doirbh  dhuibh  'fhaotainn 

An  taobh  so  bhos  d'  an  aonach  uaine. 

A  dhaoin-uaisle  thigibh  gu  m'  àite  ; 

Buaidh  a's  slàinte  dhuibh  mar  dh'iarrainn." 

Ghluais  na  fir,  triùir  a's  triùir, 

'S  an  ceannard-riiin  air  an  làimh  dheis, 

'S  Mac-Iche  mor  'n  a  cheann-iiiil, 

Gu  Caraig-an-Dùin  nach  faighear  'aois. 

Dh'fhosgail  fear-faii-e  'n  dorus  iaruinn, 

Eadar  an  da  chreag,  's  an  robh  an  sàs 

A  Kigadan  làidir  gun  mheirgeadh 

Re  iomadli  linn,  's  a  ghleidh  na  Cinntirich 

Le  cruadal  air  iomadh  faiche, 
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An  iomaiit  gliai'g  nan  catli  trie 

A  cliur  làmli  dljeas  na  li-Alba, — 

Rudha  nan  da  glileann  deug  a  dh'  àraicli  roinn 

De  chcnspuinn  gun  fhoill  Earragbaidlieal. 

Chaidh  a'  chuideaclid  le  modh  uaislean 

Do  slieòmar  uacLdrach  nan  cuirm, 

Far  an  d'  tliubliairt  an  ceannard  og 

Am  briatliran  stòlda  ri  Mac-Iclie: — 

"Mar  urram  do  clileachdauih  nan  Gàidheal, 

So  an  t-àm  's  an  coir  dhuinn  Innseadh 

Co  sinn,  is  aobhar  ar  turuis, 

O'n  thug  tbu  cuireadh  dhuinn  gun  iarraidh 

Gu  aoidheachd  fhiaJaidh  ceann-feadhna. — 

'S  niise  Griogair,  Mac  Dhòmhnuill  Ailpeinich, 

Eigh  Mhanainn.      Sgeuhi  creach  a's  ainneart 

A  tha  againn  ri  innseadh ;  fògradh  gun  iochd 

An  casgradh  gleachd  ri  nàimhdean  lionmhor, 

A  dh'fhàg  sinn  gun  tir,  gun  ni,  gun  daoine, 

Am  mios  deireannach  an  Earraich  so  dh'flialbh; 

Gun  fios,  gun  rabhadh, 

Thàinig  madainn  an  àmhghair, 

A  thug  an  sealladh  cabhlach  nam  borb, 

Lùn  sluaigh,  d'  an  suaicheantas  tuagh  a's  teine  ; 

Armailt  mara  is  tire  Riiraich  nan  creach 

O  Ath-cliath  an  Eirinn. 

Dh'  aithnich  m'  athair  bratach  dhul»h  an  fhithich 

Ghairm  e  ghillean  gu  crois  tàra, 

Rabhadh  nan  Gàidheal  ri  am  eiginn  ; — 

Dh'  eirich  iad  uile  mar  aon  fhear; 

Thàinig  iad  gu  aonach  uaigneach 

Mar  a  f  liuair  iad  an  òrdugh  ; 

Dh'  iarr  m'  athair  cabhkich  Mhanainn 
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A  thoirt  gu  cladach  a'  chinii  tuath, 

'S  na  h-aosmhoir,  miiathan  a's  claim 

Aiseag  gus  a'  cheàrn  a  b'  fhaisge  dh-Albainn, 

Gallamha  fo  sgeith  nan  tonu, 

Talamli  nan  sonn  nach  do  strioclid. 

Làidir,  dileas,  gun  fhoill, 

Cbaidh  sinn  gun  mhoille  'n  dàil  nam  borb. 

Fichead  m'  an  aon  bha  iad  ruinn. 

Choinnich  sinn  iad  an  tuinn  a'  chladaich, 

Sin  ainneamh  's  iadsan  lionmlior. 

Cha  d'  fliuair  sinn  dion  ach  fuil  nan  Gàidheal. 

A  sheas,  mar  an  àbhaist,  gun  aomadh, 

Gus  an  do  sgaoil  nebil  na  h-oidhche 

An  dubhar  thar  soillse  nan  speur. 

B'  eiginn  gluasad  gu  ciil  cruaicli  a  bha  dlùth, 

Far  an  robh  a'  chomh-stri  ùr  's  a'  nihadainn. 

Ghlèidh  sinn  bealach  an  sgrios. 

Cha  b'fhios  do  na  nàimhdean  ar  n-àireamh, 

Cha  do  ghearain  aon  aois  no  sgios, 

Ghearradh  a  sios  sinn  's  cha  b'  ann  gun  eirig; 

Thuit  sinn  gu  leir  ach  da  fhichead  's  aon. 

Bha  'n  gleannan  'n  a  chaochain  dhearg 

An  uair  a  dh'  fhalbh  sinn 

Troimh  'n  doire  sgàileach 

Gu  birlinn  Mhic  Iain  Gheàrr  an  ob  uaigneach, 

Curaidh  uaibhreach  a  sheas  am  blàr  leinn, 

Leathaineach  laidir,  gaisgeil,  dileas; 

'S  fhear-cinnidh  Eigh  na  misnich, 

Ailein-nan-Sop, 

A  sheas  's  a  bhòidich,  '  Cha  'n  fhàg  mi  Manainn 

Gun  lasair  a  chur  ri  Rùrach  ; 

Cha  dion  uamha  no  tiir  am  meirleach  ! 
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Fliir  cliinnidh,  fan  a's  gabli  na  tliig, 

Croich,  Liodag,  no  tuagh  's  do  cheann  aii'  ealaig, 

Mur  an  dean  an  cladacli  ar  teàrnadh'. 

Mac  Iain  Ghearr. 
'  Fanaidh  gus  an  anail  mu  dheireadh  ; 
Cha  toir  an  t-eagal  dhuìnn  bàirlinn, 
'S  mur  am  faigh  sinn  èirig  gheibh  sinn  naigheaclid 
A  bheir  sinn  thairis  do  na  bràitlirean  ! ' 
Chaidli  an  dithist  do  iiamha  nam  fear  ; 
Ràinig  sinne  Gallamha  garbh  an  fhraoicli ; 
'S  Manainn,  gun  daoine,  fo  chìs  nùmhaid. 

Dà  latha  'n  a  dhèigh, 
Chunnaic  ceatharnaich  na  h-uamha 
Fear  a'  gluasad  feadh  nan  creag,  's  e  'g  èisdeachd, 
;Mar  gu  'm  b'  èiginn  leis  anail  a  chluinntinn. 
Bha  'choslas  is  àirde  ciatach 
Mar  Fhiannach,  an  toiseach  feachd, 
A'  brosnachadh  chàich  is  iad  'n  a  dhèigh 
A'  dol  do  'n  eug-bhoil'  le  Eigh  Alba. 

AlLEIN. 

So  coslas  fear-tòraclid  a'  tigliinn, 
'S  èiginn  e  thilleadii  leis  an  stàilinn. 

Mac  Iain  Ghearr. 

'S  math  a  thuirt  thu,  fhir-chinnidh, 

'S  eiginn  a  thilleas  am  fear  àluinn. 

Faigh  dithist  eile  co  math  ruinne, 

'S  fear  a  thuilleadh;ach  co  a  chòig  an  taobh  so'Chruachan 

A  bheir  a  shuaicheantas  gu  làr  dheth  ?' 

AlLEAN. 

'  Tha  thu  'g  a  aithneachadh  % ' 
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Mac  Iain  Gheaer. 
Sheachainn  mi  e  gus  a  so  mar  mo  chomas  : 
Ba  trie  a  bha  e  'g  am  iarraiclh 

'N  uair  a  thug  mi  'rt  dubh  's  wi  dunn  's  an  ciar  learn. 
Falbh  a  sios  is  gabh  a  sgeul  ; 
Is  feàrr  dha  sinn.  fèin  na  Riiracli, 
Mortair  briiideil  gun  ioclid  gun  daonnachd'. 

AiLEAN  (Ris  rt'  choigreach). 
'  Fàilte  dhuit,  a  dliuin'-uasail ; 
Co  dLiubh  a  's  fear-cuairt  thu,  na  fear  eolacli  1 ' 

COIGREACH. 

'  Tha  mi  air  chuairt  gun  teagamli, 

'S  gun  agam  acb  beagan  g'  am  chòmhnadh 

Ged  a  thigeadh  fòirneart  am  rathad. 

'S  Earraghàidhealach  tliusa,  tuigear  a  cliuid  ud, 

Le  fear-dùthcha  air  cladach  aineoil, 

Faondrach,  's  an  nàmhaid  borb 

A'  tòrachd  na  dh'  fhalbh,  's  a'  mort  na  dh'  fhaa'. 

AlLEAN. 

'  'S  Earraghàidhealach  thusa,  fliir  na  deas  cliainnt  j 

'S  CO  nach  seasadh  leat  mar  t'  iarrtas  1 

Ged  nach  aithne  dhuinn  co  'n  treubh 

O'n  d'  èirich  am  fear  treun  'tha  'n  so  'n  a  aonar." 

COIGREACH. 

Their  iad  Griogair  Mor  nam  Bo  rium 

An  Còmhall  far  an  d'  fhuair  mi  m'  arach. 

Co  'n  fhine  o  'n  sloinnear  thusa  Ì — 

B'olc  learn  fear  do  ghuth  mar  nàmhaid  ! 

Ach  gabh  do  roghainn. — fàilte,  no  faobhar  an  fhir 


80  BLAR    SHUNADAIL. 

AlLEAN. 

'  Thogadh  mi  'n  talla  ceann-tighe 

Nach  beag  iomradh — Toirloisg  am  Muile  ; 

Ailean  nan  f-'op,  fear  gun  rath 

A  tha  agad  mar  charaid — co  do  nàmhaid  Ì 

Thig  a  nios  a's  gabli  ar  biatachd  ; 

Na  diiilt  ;  tha  fear  ri  d'  chùl  is  fearr 

Na  mise — Mac  Iain  Gheàrr, 

D'  an  diithchas  Suaineart, 

'S  nach  aineolach  am  buailtean  Chòmhaill ; 

'S  ged  is  iomadh  toir  a  chuir  thu  riamh  air, 

Gheibh  thu  e  gun  iarraidh.     So  an  t-àite'. 

Geiogair. 
'  An  ceatharnach  treun,  uasal, 
'S  beag  a  chuireas  ruaig  no  toir  air ; 
'S  air  son  na  thug  e  uamsa,  fasaidh  tuilleadh  ; 
'S  duin'  e  dh'  aiudeoin  gach  fàilinn  ; 
Bu  duilich  learn  'fhàgail  am  bealach  cumhami' 
Thog  Griogair  cirb  a  bhreacain 
Mar  'g  a  cheartachadh  m'an  cuairt  air, 
Sanas  a  chunnaic  ditliis  air  an  uilinn 
An  glacag  dhlomhair  's  iad  ag  eisdeachd 
Ri  còmhradh  nam  fear  mar  a  chualas. 
Cha  b'  fhuaim  gun  seadh  an  seanachas, 
Cùis  a  dhearbhadli  an  ùine  gheàiT. 

AlLEAX. 

'  Co  iad  so  Ì ' 

Griogair. 
'  Tha  'n  so  mo  chomh'alt  rtinach, 
Griogair  og  Loch  Ruadhail ; 
'S  am  fear  mòr  glas  ud  eile,  Dùghallach 
O  'n  Ghallanaich  ;  cha  'n  ùr  an  seanachas.' 
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AlLEIIsr. 

'  A  clliaoin-uaisle,  so  an  dachaidh  fhuar 

A  th'  agam  dhuibh.'     'N  uair  dhirich  iad 

Am  bearradli  sleamhain  gu  fosgladh  na  li-uamlia, 

Bu  ghreim  luith  as  faicill, 

Le  làmlian  is  casan  is  misneach, 

A  blieireadh  gun  chlisgeadh  iad 

Do  uamlia  nam  feai'  làidir  o  shean 

Nach  d'  fhuair  Rùrach  no  'mhuinntir, 

'S  nach  b'  fhios  do  aon  eile 

Ach  teaghlach-i'ioghail  Mlianainn 

Gus  an  latha  tha  thu  cluiuntinn. 

Mac  Iain  Ghearr. 
'  Thig  a  nios,  fhir  mliòir  nam  buailtean  ; 
Do  bheatha  !     Ciod  e  cliuir  i-uaig  nan  tonn  ort  ] 
'S  duilich  learn  gur  fior  nacli  urrainn  mi 
Do  chuireadh  ach  gu  suidheag  na  li-uamha, 
'S  simi  air  chuairt  innte  le  clieile  : 
Cluinneam  do  sgeul  is  t'  ànradh.' 

Griogair. 
'  Bha  mo  chomli'alta  's  mise 
'S  a  bhirlinn  bliig  so  sliios  ; 
Dh'fhàg  sinn  tir  am  Port  Pharaig, 
A  dhol  gu  h-àit  a  bha  dluth  do  laimh  ; 
Ghlac  sinn  na  ràimh,  gun  diiil  ri  cruadal ; 
Shèid  gaoth  fhuaraidh  is  cur  sneachd  ; 
Chain  sinn  an  rathad  gun  fios  c'àit'. 
B'  e  'n  de  an  treas  latha  dhuinn, 
Gun  bhiadh,  gun  uisge,  gun  fhurtachd, 
Ach  dull  ri  bàs  tiamhaidh, 
Gus  an  d'  fhuair  siun  iarrtas  cràbhach. 
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'N  uair  shoillsich  grian  iia  madainn  an  de, 

Chunnaic  sinn  am  fearann  so. 

Bha  ino  bliràtliair  treun,  gun  mheatachd  ; 

Chuidich  mi  e  mar  mo  dhiirachd. 

Ràinig  sinn  am  port  beag  so  thall  ; 

Bha  'm  fear  glas,  garbh  so  air  mo  laimli  dheis, 

'G  ar  feitheamh  le  dealas  bràithreil ; 

Thuig  e  mar  blia  sinn  gun  ùin'  inuseadh  ; 

Fhuair  sinn  beatha  's  dion  o'n  laoch  bhàigheal. 

E-i  solus  na  gealaich  chunnaic  sinn 

An  àrfhaich  oilteil  sin  shuas — 

Sealladli  duaichnidh !  na  cuirp  lionmhor 

A  leag  sibh  an  deannal  garg  nan  cruachan  domhain. 

Bu  lionmhor  iad  roimhidh,  's  furasd  innseadh  ; 

'S  mor  'ur  gniomh  cha  teirig  cliu  dhuibh  ; — 

Mo  sgeula  tursach,  cor  nan  Gàidheal  ! 

A  cheannaird,  thoir  sgeul  dhuinn  gun  dàil  air  Rùrach, 

'S  do  chomhairl'  am  bi  dùil  ri  dioghladh.' 

DUGIIALLACH. 

'  Tha  mise  's  an  am  'n  a  sheirbheis  ; 

'S  cùis  shearbh  a  thoirt  deth  na  dh'  iaiT  thu. 

Cha-n  'eil  fear  an  diugh  beò 

Is  fearr  e?)las  air  na  mise,  na  bu  trice 

Sheas  r'a  ghuallainn  le  teine  's  tuagh 

An  criochan  Eirinn. 

Dh'  fhuadaicheadh  m'  athair  'n  a  dhuin'  òg 

A  dùthaich  Mhic-Aoidh 

An  taobh  tuath  na  h-Alba,  do  Lochlann. 

Bha  mo  mhàthair  is  cùignear  eile 

Leis  's  a'  bhirlinn.      Cha  robh  mi  ach  tri  miosan 

An  uair  a  rainig  iad  tir  nam  borb  gnu  : 
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Thogadh  mi  gus  a  so  'n  am  measg. 

An  uair  a  chruinnich  E,ùrach  fheaclicl 

A  dhol  do  dh-Eirinn, 

Rinn  e  ceannard-ceud  dhiom  'n  a  chabhlach  ; 

Fhuair  mi  rithist  Ian  cheannas  an  fheachd  mhara. 

Cha  robh  mi  'n  cath  na  deisinn  sin  thall ; 

'S  e  'n  cabhlacli  mo  chiu'am. 

Fhuair  mi  òrdugli  an  de  an  caladh  so  fhaireadh  ; 

An  uair  a  chuidich  mi  na  bràthrean, 

'S  theirinn  ribhse,  aon  a's  uile, 

Teichibli,  a's  innsibh  do  na  Gàidlieil 

Gu  'm  bheil  Riirach  a'  tighinn,  le  feachd  lionmhor 

Air  tir  's  air  fairge,  'ghlacadh  Chinntire, 

Gniomh  a  bliios  fad'  an  seanachas. 

Seasaibh  mar  bhur  n-athraichean  treun  ; 

Tha  làtha  nan  creuchd  am  fagns  ! ' 

AlLEIN', 

'  A  cheannaird,  an  Icig  thu  mise  gu  Dun-cholg 

Fo  dhubhar  na  h-oidliche  's  an  innis  thu  dhomh 

C  àite  'm  faigh  mi  cònlach  no  connadh 

A  thogas  an  lasair  chaoireach, 

M'  an  sgaoil  sinn  na  siiiil  a  theicheadh  thaii'is  Ì ' 

DUGHALLACH. 

'  Gheibh  thu  na  dh'  iarr  thu, 

Sopan  fodair  a's  fraoich 

Cho  math  's  a  sheid  gaoth  gu  sradan  dearg  ; 

Cuir  fras  dhiubh  ri  ear1)all  Riiraich  ! 

Coinnich  mis'  aig  a'  chreagan  bhreac  so  shuas, 

'S  gheibh  thu  na  chual'  thu  's  mo  chòmhnadh  ; 

A  laoich  bi  'd  Ian  armachd, 

'S  gun  fios  CO  tha  sealg  's  an  oidhche 
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Le  bnlngli  Rùraich. 

A  dhaoin'-uaisle,  bioclh  a'  Lhirlinn  ullanih  ; 

Cha  l)lii  fàth  fuirich  aim  an  deigh  sud.' 

Choinnich  Ailein  'fhear-riiin 
Aig  Cam  Mliic-Dliùghaill, 
Mar  a  their  an  seanac-has  ; 
Ghluais  an  dithis  gii  Dun-cholg 
'S  an  dorcha  's  gun  leus  air  speur ; 
Thàinig  iad  gu  fosgladh  cumhann, 
Aig  T)onn  bruthaich  an  uaigneas  sànihach. 

DuCxHALLACH. 

'  So  an  t-àite  ;  tha  chuis  mar  d'  iarrtas  ; 
Tha  'n  ceann  so  d'  an  tiir  de  dharacli  tioram, 
'S  gun  uisge  dlììth  ach  aon  tobar  beag 
An  CÙ1  na  h-aitreibh. 
Faigheadli  an  teine  aon  uair  greiin, 
'S  cha  d'  thàinig  thar  fairg  à  Lochlann 
Na  chaisgeas  i :  loisgear  gu  gual 
Cnàmhan  na  fàrdaich,  's  na  th'  innte.' 

AlLEIK. 

'  Ceangail  an  snàthain  casta  so  ri  m'  chluais, 

'S  tarruing  e  a  thoirt  sanais  dhomh 

Ma  thig  an  luchd-fair'  ort  's  thu  'd  aonar  ; 

'S  olc  cùis  aoin  am  measg  àireamh.' 

Ràinig  Ailein  an  dorus  daraich, 

'S,  mar  a  thuirt  a  charaid  ris,  fhuair  e  ; 

Chuir  e  chual  ris  a'  chòmhla  ; 

Bha  sop  lasrach  o  'n  làimh  gun  mhearachd 

Am  priobadh  na  sùl'  ris  na  gasan  tioram  ; 

Thill  e  mach  gun  diiil  ri  coinneachadh 

E.Ì  fichead  fear  de  mhuinntir  Eùraich 
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An  lagan  uaigneach, 

ISTacli  cuala  's  nach  faca  Ailein,  acli,  a'  faire 

Mar  ordugh  cogaidh  ; 

Comhail  gharbh  do  'n  dithis  threun 

D'  am  b'eiginn  comhrag,  no  'n  glacadh  beo 

Gu  bàs  gun  iochd. 

Chunnaic  iad  airm  nam  borb  a'  deàrrsadh 

Ri  leus  na  h-oidhche. 

DUGIIALLACH. 

'  Ciod  e  nis,  a  Mhic-TIiorr-loisg  : 

Thoir  an  t-òrdugh, 

Tha  mise  le  deoin  aig  do  slieirbheis.' 

Ailein. 
'  Mo  sgiatli  Ididir  !  tha  tliu  'n  so  ; 
An  ainm  Rigb  Coinneach  's  nan  Gàidheal 
Bitheamaid  annta  ! ' 
Sheas  an  dithis  fo  sgiirr  na  caraige, 
'S  an  fhichead  fear  garg  'g  am  bualadh, 
Nàndiaid  a'  tuiteam  leis  gach  buille, 
'S  an  da  churaidh  gun  leòn, 
Gus  an  do  thuit  na  fiadh-dhaoine 
Gun  chomas  torrachd  no  buille, 
Luidh  iad  uile  's  an  lagan  uaine, 
'S  toirm  nan  tonn,  le  monmhor, 
A'  seinn  coronaich  fhuair, 
'S  am  fuil  a'  traoghadh. 
Ràinig  na  gaisgich  am  bràtlirean, 
'S  a'  bhirlinn  'n  a  h-uidheam  : 
Ghabh  iad  an  uidhe  troimh  'n  linne  dhomhain, 
Gu  còrsa  na  h-Alba,  is  gaoth  is  fairge 
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'G  an  luas^jadli — tonnan  fuaimneach 
Nach  ciùinich  treise  'n  duine — 
'S  faoin  na  's  urrainn  e  's  a'  ghniomh  ud. 
An  uair  a  shoillsich  a'  mhadainn, 
Sheinn  Ailean,  's  e  air  ràmh-guaillne, 
An  duan  beag  so  air  fuaim  clàrsaich  : 

*  Tha  'n  linne  so  buan, 

'S  fhad'  a  chithear  thu  sliuas, 

A  thalaimh  ghleannaicli 

Nan  ruadh-Lhoc  siiiLlilach. 

Ged  tha  Manainn  fo  chis, 

'S  a  laoich  air  tniteam  's  an  strith, 

Tha  thus'  is  do  High  gun  mhiithadh. 

'N  uair  thig  na  Lochlannaich  gharg, 

Gun  bliàigh  ri  beò  no  ri  marbh, 

Theid  biodag  chlaiseach  'n  an  seall)hiin,  's  i  riii.sgte  ! 

'S  bidh  Bigli  nan  arm*  so  ri  m  thaobli, 

An  làimh  nan  curaidh  nach  aom, 

'S  ged  'thig  buillean  gach  taobh  cha  liib  e ; 

Ged  a  chluinnear  nuallartaich  shearbh 

Nam  borb  a'  tighinn  le  colg, 

Bheir  suinn  nam  boinneidcan  gorm  dhaibh  diiljhlan ! 

Ach  cliù  mo  ranntachd  a'  chual 

Sopau  deàrrsach  nam  buadh 

Air  an  leitir  a  bhuain  an  Dùgh'lach  ! 

A  laoich  làidir  gun  cheilg, 

Beatha  bhuan  dhuit  gun  mheirg  ; 

Dh'  fhàg  thu  'n  sud  an  ton-ruadh  air  Riiraich  ! ' 
Dh'  orduich  m'  athair,  Righ  Mhanainn  duinn 
Teachd  a's  inuseadh  gun  dàil 
Gu  'm  bheil  an  nàmhaid  fuileach  ud  a'u  òrdugh, 
*  An  claidheamh  mòr. 
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'S  ma  'n  luidh  grian  da  sheachdainn, 
Bidh  e  le  'fheachd  air  an  trài^li  so. 

SUNADAIL. 

'S  mòr  do  sgeul  a  mhic  Righ  Mhanainn  ; 
Cha  'n  fhada  bhuainii  la  na  deucliainn. 
Bidh  faobhar  ri  feusaig  's  sleagh  li  cue  as  ! 
Chi  thu  cinu-fheadhn'  a'  clieàrn  so  ; 
Gheibh  sinn  an  comhairle, 
M'  an  ruith  crois-tàra  feadh  nan  gleann 
A  chruinneachadh  nan  clann  gu  cath, 
Laoich  nach  stad  Je  ag  no  eagal ; 
Cha  chilis  an-teaganih  an  gniomhsan  ! 
Thàinig  air  toiseach  nan  ceannard, 
Mac-Mhaoilein  Mòr  a'  Chnaip 
Air  chuairfc  an  Grob-phort, 
'S  Mac-Calum,  Dòmhnull  Lag-an-fheòir, 
'S  Daibhneach  Bhracluinn 
Bho  ghleann  cas  nam  preasan  trie, 
^S  Mac-Alasdair  Thigh-na-luachrach, 
Sgiobair  cruadalach  de  Chlann-Dòmhnuill. 
Chuala  na  maithean  an  sgeul ; 
Dh'  iarr  iad  gu  leir  crois-tàra 
A  ruith  gu  Càradail  an  toiseach, 
A's  as  a  sin  da  fhear  dheug  taghta 
A  dhol  feadh  gach  ceàrn, 
'S  air  cunnart  bàis  each  a  dh'  eirigli 
A  thoirt  an  sgeoil  air  fad  na  dùtlicha, 
'S  bantrach  Mhic-Dhòmhnuill 
Le  'macan  fo  ehùram  na  Fine 
A  chur  do  Dhun-a'-Chlachain, 
'S  muinntir  a'  Chinn-shiar 
A  chur  leth-cheud  fear  do  Dhun-abhartaidh 
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A  ghleidlieacUi  Ijaicleal  àrd  Clilann-Dliniiilinuill ; 

'S  gacli  ni  diubli  siu  an  ainm  an  oighre, 

'S  na  daoin'  a  choinneacliadh  gun  dàil 

Air  faiclie  Bhracluinn  'n  an  Ian  aniiachd, 

'S  Mac-Ionmhuinn  Thigh-nan-c^rn 

A  chur  Dhùn-Charadail  an  uidheam  seisdidh, 

'S  na  birlinnean  o  'n  Mliaoil  gu  Loch-an-Tairbeart 

A  bill  aig  tràigh  Shùnadail  an  òrdugli  cogaidli, 

'S  Dun-Sgiobnais  a  ghleidlieadli  na  tli'  aim 

Gus  an  tig  am  sgaoilidli  gu  catli  na  faiche, 

Ma  chuireas  an  nàmliaid  sinne  'n  eiginn  cunnau-t  ; 

Tein'-eigiiin  a  lasadli  air  Beinn-an-tuirc 

A  thoirt  rabhaidli  do  mhuinntir  lie  's  Cliombail, 

Clann-Dòmlinuill  gu  leir  le'n  luclid-leannihainii 

A  tlieaclid  a  dliion  an  leanabain,  oiglir'  an  ciunidlu 

Mac-Mhaoileix. 
Co  tlièid  a  dli-fhaireadh  na  linne 
M'  an  tig  na  nairabdean  oirnn  gun  fliios] 

Oighre  Mhanaixx. 

Tha  sin  deant'  a  dliaoin'-uaisle  ; 

Mac-Iain-Glieàrr  le  'sgioba  treun, 

Ghabb  e  air  fèin  a'  cbùis  sin. 

Clia  gbluais  Riu'acb  clàr  o  'n  cliladach 

Nach  faigli  sibli  rabbadb  o  'n  fliear  ainii^eil ; 

Bidh  e  'n  so  tràtb  gu  leòir 

A  dli-aindeoin  na  tha  beò  dliiubh 

Am  Manainn  thiirsach. 

Mar  sgaoth  bbeaehan  o  'n  sgeap  ; 
A'  cruinneacbadh  air  geug  an  coinbail, 
B'  ionnann  fineacban  da  gbleann  deiig  Chinntlre 
A'  tional  as  gacb  ceàrn ; 
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Gaisgich  de  gach  ainm, 

'S  Faiche  Bhracluinn  amis  gach  beul, 

'G  an  ceangal  ri  cheile  mar  aon ; 

Na  birlinnean-cogaiclh,  le  'm  brataichean  gorm, 

Suaiclieantas  cabhlach  rioghail  na  h-Alba, 

A'  teachd  an  eai*  's  an  iar  gu  cala  Shiinadail ; 

Gach  caisteal  a's  tiir-faire 

Air  fad  a'  chladaich  sgolbaich, 

Fo  chrannaibh  seisdidh, 

'N  uair  a  chunnacas  eithear  Mhic-Iain-Gheàrr, 

'S  cobhrach  m'  a  guallainn  a'  srachdadh 

Thonnan  Chaolas-Bhi-anndain, 

'S  i  'giiilan  fios, — '  Tha  Rùrach  a  nios  an  linne  ; 

Dh'  fhàg  e  Manainn  an  de  le  cabhlach 

A  lionas  o  'n  Mhaoil  gus  an  tràigli  so  ; 

Bheir  madainn  am  màireach  sinn  an  greim  ris.' 

Dh'  fhalbh  gach  ceannard  gu  Faiche  Bhracluinn 
A  rianachadh  ceart  a  dhaoine  ; 
Gach  ceann-feadhna  am  broilleach  a  mhuinntir, 
A'  còmhdach  an  fhuinn  'n  am  buidhnean  lionmhor. 
Thagh  na  maithean,  le  aon  run, 
Mac-Mhaoilein  mor  a'  Chnaip 
'N  a  cheannard  an  iomlain  ; 
Curaidh  iomraiteach  's  ceann-feadhna 
Na  treubli  a  shloinnear  o  'n  fhreumhach 
A  thug  aiiam  dha. 

Dh'  fhalbh  e  le  Mac-Iche  mor  gu  Siuiadail 
A  chur  an  comhairle  rùnaich  ri  cheile 
Mar  gu  'm  b'  e  sin  an  la  mu  dheireadh 
A  bha  aca  ri  'fhaicinn, 
A's  Riirach  garg  a'  teachd,  nach  till 
Ach  le  claidheamh  cosgarrach  na  li-Alba. 


"90  BLAU    SHUNADAIL. 

Bha  oiglire  Shimadail,  òigear  ciatach 

A'  cur  airm  an  tighe  an  rianachd ; 

Lùirichean,  clogaicl,  o/s  sgiathan, 

A's  claidheamhan  Hath  gun  sniùr. 

Blia  tri  claidheamhan  neart 

A  bha  'n  deigh  a  clièile  aig  seanair,  mac,  a's  ogha 

Cinn-tighe  o  shcan,  shmsear  an  fhir  mhoir. 

Bha  na  h-airm  sònraicht'  iid  an  oisinn, 

Fo  chòmhdach  corcuir  a's  obair  ghi'eis, 

Le  pabagan  airgid  a'  fiUeadh  air  am  faobhair. 

Thàinig  an  t-oighre  far  an  do  shuidh 

An  dithist  a  comhradh. 

Blia  claidhearah  loinnireach,  ùr 

A  riun  gobha  Shùnadail,  Mac-Thuilceann 

An  làmh  an  oighre,  a  dh'  fheoraich  d  'a  athair, 

'An  toir  mi  leam  am  fear  so  ? 

"Na  ciod  e  thaghas  mi  measg  nan  arm"? 

Orduich  na  's  ;iill  leat.' 

SUNADAIL. 

Cuist  a  rudain  chrion!  an  saoil  thu 

An  cuideachd  leamsa  a  chumail  Cnoc-na-còmhail, 

Thu  fein  's  am  bioran  sin 

'S  an  cogadh  ann  1 

A  Mhic-Mhaoilein  amhairc  an  so. 

Fhaic  thu  geimhleag  do  shin  seanar, 

Alasdair  Mòr  a'  Chnaip  :  is  cuimhne  leat 

Gu  'n  do  bhrist  a  chlaidheamh  latha  Glilinn-Righ-'s-dail. 

Thainig  e  gu  tigh  Chlachair-an-tuim; 

Bha  bhean  's  an  dorus;  thuirt  e  rithe, 

^Am  bheil  arm  sam  i)ith  a  steachi' 

Ehreagair  i,  'Tha  mo  dhuiue  's  a'  chath; 
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So  na  til'  agam;'  sliiii  i  dha  gheimlileag; 

Thill  e  riutha ;  sheas  e  'ni  Bealach-na-h-iolaire ; 

Leag  e  seachd-air-fhichead  diubh, 

Nach  d'  eiricli  fathast. 

Air  a  thighin  dachaidli 

Dh'  fhàg  e  gheimleag  an  so ; 

Tha  i  's  an  oisiun  sin  gus  an  diugh; 

Gbleidh  mo  sheanair  's  m'  athair  i 

Gun  sniùr  gun  smal. 

Is  tusa  'n  t-oighre;  's  mis  am  fear-gleidhidh; 

Co  dhinn  aig  ain  bi  gheimhleag  am  niureach? 

Abair  na  's  àill  leat,  iar-ogha  'n  diiiliiaich. 

Mac-Mhaoilein. 

Cha  'n  'eil  fear  dhinne  'n  diugh  air  thalamh 
Is  urrainn  a'  gheimhleag  sin  iomairt ; 
Tha  thusa,  Mliic-Iche,  a'd'  aonar 
De  spionnadh  nan  laoch  o  shean. 

Thuirt  an  t-oighre  's  an  oidhch'  air  tuiteani 
'Tha  birlinn  an  tighe  air  an  tràigh 
Am  fag  sinn  iì  na  ciod  e  their  m'  athair  1 

Mac-Mhaoilein. 
Fhir  Shùnadail,  thig  a  nuas 
'S  dean  aon  uair  eile  mar  d'  abhaist, 
'N  uair  bhiodh  tu  'g  a  tarruinn, 
'S  mise  'g  a  cuihail  direach. 
Co  ni  e  ma  thuiteas  tu  'ni  màireach  Ì 

Su  NAD  ail. 
'S  fearr  a  toirt  as  a  sud, 
Na  'faicinn  'n  a  connadh  aig  Rùrach. 
Dh'  eirich  an  t-oighr'  a's  triùir  eile, 
A  dh'  fhalbh  leis  aus  a'  bhirliun. 
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Mac-Mhaoileix. 
Biodli  dithist  air  gacli  taoLh, 
'G  a  cumail  dii-each, 

Acli  spionaibh  'n  a  aghaidh  Ic  'r  n-uile  neart 
Gus  am  faic  sibh  ceart  am  fear  mor. 

Glilac  Mac-Iche  toiseach  na  h-eitliir; 
Thug  e  leis  i  gun  stad,  gus  an  do  choinnicli 
Burr  creig  i,  am  falach  's  a'  ghainneinih ; 
Mhotliaich  e  'n  gi'abadh  clis ;  las  e,  's  gun  fliacal, 
Thug  e  saidh-thoisich  na  sè-ràmhaich, 
Na  cinneadan  's  an  ailblieag, 
'N  an  spealgaii  air  grinneal  na  tràglia  ! 

SUXADAIL, 

A  Mhic-Mhaoilein, 

Cha  do  mhothaich  mi  riamh  cho  trom  i. 

Mac-Mhaoileix. 

Cha  'n  ioghnadh  ged  a  mhothaich  thu  trom  i ; 

Dh'  iarr  mis'  air  a'  cheatlirar  tarruinn  a'd'  aghaidli 

Le  'n  uile  spionnadh,  's  rinn  iad  sin. 

Co  oighre  na  geimhleig  a  nis 

'S  a  sheasas  àite  Alasdair  Mhoir, 

Ach  thus'  air  fòid  còmhraig  ì 

SUNADAIL. 

Cha  'n  fheàiT  thu  fein  na  na  balachain 

'S  thu  'faicinn  gu  'm  bheil  mi  a'  dol  air  m'  ais ; 

Tha  'n  t-àm  a  bhi  'm  Bi-acluinn 

Am  measg  nan  daoino. 

An  uair  a  ràinig  iad  Lochan  Bhracluinn, 
Chual  iad  port-caismeaohd  Chlann-Dòmhnuill 
A  nios  an  "'leann. 
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SUNADAIL. 

"  Sinn  na  h-Ilich  !  pongan  m:*òir  a'  Ghiaiamaich, 

A'  ruitli  air  an  oiteag. 

Urram  's  làmh-dlieas  na  h-Alba, 

Bratach  ainmeil  Chlann-Dòmhnuill, 

A'  so  a  clliion  an  oighre. 

Suinn  gun  fhoill  an  fhine  threun  ud, 

Tha  sinne  reidli  mar  an  iarrtas  ; 

'S  e  teine  Beinn-an-tuirc  a  rinn  so." 

Mac-Mhaoileax. 

"  An  cluinn  thu  phiob  ucl  eile  ]  " 

SUNADAIL. 

"  Cluinnidh  a  nis  :  sin  na  Còmhlaicli, 

'S  Grogair-nam-bo  air  an  ceann  ; 

Sin  cuir  chathach  nan  Griogarach 

Fo  bhratacli  a'  ghiubliais — '  S  rior/hail  cm  dream  ! ' 

Gluaiseamaid  'n  an  comhail. 

Treoraich  iad  gus  an  fhaiche. 

Theirear  '  Tachairt-nam-bràithrean ' 

Ris  an  oidhche  so  cho  fada  's  a  bhios  duilleach  air  ooill, 

No  creag  air  rudha." 

An  ath  mhadainn,  aig  sgarthanaich  na  neul, 
Chunnacas  cabhlach  Rùraich 
Am  beul  Chaolais-Bhranndain, 
'S  nuallartaich  nam  borb  a'  rànaich 

"  Caismeachd  nan  ceann" 
'S  mac-talla  'g  am  freagradh 
Bbo  chreagan  Arainn  's  Chinntire, 
Rabhadh  gun  mhearachd  do  na  Gàidheil. 
Tharruing  birlinnean  Rioghachd  an  Leoghainn 
An  òrdugh-cath  air  am  fiaradh, 
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Blio  bheul  allt  beag  Ghrob-phort 

Gu  Rudha  Shùnadail,  le  sruth  siùblilach  na  linne 

An  taobh  a  mach  dhiubh, 

Riob  a  ghlac  grad  na  nàimhdean 

A  thoisicli  an  cath  an  toiseach  an  lionaidh. 

'S  bu  chruaidh  stiith  ràmliachd 

A  glileidb  an  sreathan  gun  bhristeadh. 
Cha  robh  dith  misnich  no  eòlas-cogaidh 
Air  feachd  nam  borb  ; 
Db'  fbosgail  iad  le  colg  na  frasan  bàsmhor, 
Gathan  a's  saighdean  a'  tuiteam, 
Mar  clilacha-meallainn  o  neul  faoiltich, 
Air  cinn  nan  Gàidheal, 
A  chuir  na  nàimbdean  gu  grad  an  sàs 
Le  greimichean  iaruinn  a  thug  gun  taing  iad 
Gu  buillean  làmh. 

Dh'  fheuch  na  Lochlannaich  ri  bbrdadh  ; 
Cha  robh  sud  ach  leon  as  iir  dhoibh. 
Sheas  na  laoich  do  nach  diithchas  eagal, 
'N  an  sreathan,  le  'n  sleaghan  fada 
A  toirt  dulain  do  amas  na  tuaighe, 
Saidhean  geur  birlinnean  nan  Ceanntireach, 
Comhdaichte  le  iarunn, 
A'  sgoltadh  gus  an  uisge  's  na  bu  doimhne, 
Bùird  a's  aisnean  daraich  nan  eithear  laidir 
Bho  'n  droniannan  gu  'n  stocan-beoil, 
Croinn  is  slatan,  stadhannan  a's  faraidh 
'G  an  gearradh  le  tuaghan  trom 
Nan  Earraghàidhealach  d'  am  bu  choLngeis 
Duhie,  craobh,  no  crann  luinge  ! 
Bha  cinn  a's  casan  nan  Lochlannach  garg 
A'  tuiteam  's  an  fhairge, 
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'S  an  linne  'n  a  li  dlieirg. 

Lionadh  na  mara  'g  eirigh,  's  cuislean  a'  tràghadh, 

Sleagli  a'  sathadh  's  tuagli  a'  gearradh, 

Beuc  an  Leòghainn  rìoghail  Albannaich 

Am  beòil  nan  Ceanntii'each  o  dheas  gu  cli, 

Sreath  nach  strioclid  is  bord  d]iiul)li  'n  uachdar. 

'N  uair  a  dh'  fhannaich  an  srutli 
Chruinnich  na  Lochlannaicli  gun  iochd 
A  chuartachadh  nan  Gàidheal 
Le  run  an  sgaradli  o  'n  tràigh,  's  am  mort 
Le  àireamh — da  fhichead  ri  aon. 
Bha  na  fineachan  air  tir 
'N  an  laidhe  air  an  armaibh 
An  talamh  tolmacli  nam  bruachan  trie 
Bho  chrioch  Sliunadail  gu  Craobh-a'-Bhàird 
Aig  allt  Dliun-leabhair, 
'S  an  cinn-fheadhna  air  torn -f aire 
An  sealladh  a'  chabhlaich,  a'  faicinn 
Am  bràithrean  £o  thosgan 
A'  mhathghamhainn  ghairg,  thuathaich, 
'S  gun  dòigli  air  bualadh  'n  an  aobhar. 
An  ath  mhionaid  chualas 
Guth  ard  misnich,  le  facal  a'  chòmliraig — 
Ainm  righ  Alba,  "  Coinneach  !  Coinneach  !  " 
An  leoghann  'g  a  thogail 
Am  bàrr  gach  croinn, 
'S  a'  phìob-mliòr  a'  toirt  fuaim  o  glileann  's  o  charaig. 

"  A  chlanna  nan  con, 
Thigihli  a  so's  gheibh  sihhfebil" 

AlLEAN-NAN-SoP. 

A  dhaoin'-uaisle  's  cruaidh  so  'fhaicinn  a's  eisdeacM  ; 
Sin  beuc-dùbhlain  an  Leocliainn  ; 
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Clia  'ii  fliiig  aon  diubli  beò  an  lài-aich, 

Ceatlaichibh  dliomh  ruith  le  comhaiiie  ; 

lanaibh  orm  innseadh  dliaibh 

An  ruith  air  tlr,  no  caillear 

Na  chi  sibh,  gun  aon  diubh  fhàgail. 

Xa  Cixx-fheadiixa. 

'S  math  a  thuirt  thu,  Mhic  Thorr-loisg — 

Mar  sin  bitheadh. 

Ach  ciamar  gheibh  thu  air  bòrd, 

'S  gun  chlàr  air  cladach  a  l)heir  a  mach  tlm  Ì 

Aileax. 

Tha  na  ràimh  agam  fhein, 

'S  ni  Ailein,  an  eiginn,  a'  bhirlinn  ! 

Chrioslaich  e  'ch^aidlieamh  air  a  leine  ; 
Ruith  e  gu  tràigh  ; 

Leum  e  gun  sgàth  am  buillsgean  nan  tonn  ; 
Shnamh  e  gu  birlinn  Mhic  Iain  Gheàrr  ; 
Dh'  innis  e  'naidheachd  am  briathran  athghearr : — 
"  A  Mhic-Alasdair  's  fhir-chinnidh, 
Air  iarrtas  nan  uaislean, 
Ruithibh  gu  hiath  air  an  traigh  iad  ; 
Cha  dean  misneach  no  toil  tuilleadh  ; 
Cha  'n  urrainear  dol  thar  na  rinn  sibh  ; 
Tha  'n  t-sreath  fhathast  an  dubhlan  gun  bhristeadli 
Gluaisibh  mar  sin  gus  an  traigh, 
Cho  dlùth  's  a  shnàmhas  iad,  bòrd  ri  bòrd  ; 
Sin  an  t-ordugh  a  fhuair  mise." 

Sheid  Mac-Alasdair  an  diidach  ; 
Ghabh  na  Gàidheil  gu  tir, 
'S  na  nàimhdean  llonmhor  'n  an  deigh. 
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Mac-Alasdair. 
Ciod  e  'nis,  a  Mhic  Thorr-loisg  1 


AlLEAX. 


Cuirilih  teine  riutlia  ;  cumaiuh  balla  lasrach 
Eadar  sibh  fèin  's  na  iiàimhdean  ; 
Tha  na  gaisgich  siiin  thall  deas  gu  bualadh 
Cho  luath  's  a  bhios  sibh  air  an  talainh. 

An  ath  shealladh  a  chunnacas, 
Tràigh  Shùnadail  am  buidealaich  dheirg 
Bho  Dhun-sgolb  gu  lagan  Ghrob-plaort, 
'S  na  Lochlannaicli  a'  teicheadh 
Do  dhoimhne  na  Linne. 
Chain  iad  dòchas  aon  a  ghlacadh  ; 
Cha  d'  fhuair  iad  ach  sgrios  gun  eirig, 
Creuchdan  nach  druideadh  eòlas. 

Chaidh  maithean  nam  fineachan  an  comhaii-le 
Co-dhiubh  choinnicheadh  iad  air  an  triiigh  iad 
No  'n  leigeil  an  àird  air  an  aonach. 

Mac  Iain  Ghearr. 

Tha  ceart  is  ceàrr  a  reir  barail ; 

Tha  na  nàimhdean  dannara  lionmhor  ; 

Fanamaid  as  an  t-sealladh 

Gus  an  dirich  iad  o  'n  tràigh, 

'S  iad  an  dùil  gu  'n  do  theich  sinn  gun  tilleadh. 

An  uair  a  gheibh  sinn  an  eangladh  nan  glac  iad, 

Bidh  cothrom  a'  bhruthaich  leinne. 

Cha  'n  urrainn  iad  an  sreathan  a  shineadh, 

'S  lann  ri  lann  bidh  an  strith  's  na  bealaich. 

Cha  'n  'eil  fear  am  shealladh  nach  triiiir  dhiubh  ! 
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All  uair  a  glieibh  sinn  iad  air  barrailili 
Lannan  nan  ceann  Ileach  's  coma  co  dliiul)h 
A  tha  iad  liomnhor  no  ainneamh. 

SUXADAIL. 

Air  111'  onoir,  a  Leatlianaich  threin, 

'S  firinn  o  d'  bheul  na  chualas. 

A  dhaoin'-uaisle,  leigibh  a  nios  iad 

Air  lionadh.  na  madainne 

Gun  tuilleadh  dàil ;  fanailjli  sàiiiliach 

Air  CÙ1  ar  n-armailih. 

Air  àird'  an  lionaidh  's  a'  niliadainn 
Tliarrainn  na  Loclilannaicli  an  cal>lilach 
Ri  bile  na  tràgha,  's  an  deireadh  gu  tir, 
Taobh  ri  taobh  mar  rathad  leatliann 
Air  an  coisicheadh  da  fhichead  an  guaillilih  a  chèììt 
Sheas  iad  gun  eagal,  gun  aon  's  an  t-sealladh  ; 
Chaidh  iad  an  ordugh  caismeaclid 
Gun  diiil  ri  nàmhaid.     Bruadar  foilleil ! 
An  uair  a  dhirich  iad  ri  brutliach 
Nan  sgolban  glas, — mar  gu  'iii  fosgladli  an  talamh 
A  tlioirt  anail  as  ur  dha — 
Chualas  beuc  an  Leoghainn, 
'S  na  Gàidheil  a'  brucadh  troimh  na  glacan, 
Claidheamli  leathann  a's  tuagh  Aljrach, 
A'  pjathadh  ri  gathan  na  greine, 
Crios  air  leine  's  gàirdean  rìiisgte  ; 
Fhreagair  cnuic  a's  sluic 
Do  nuallan  cath-bhuidhnean  nam  borb 
A'  bualadh  nan  Gaidlieal, 
'S  a'  spealtadh  liiirichean, 
Clogaidean,  claiginn  a's  cnàmhan 
Nan  coimheach  iargalt, 
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'G  an  geari'adh  mar  bharrach  crionaich  ; 

Gargaicli  ghnù  Lochlann  a'  tuiteam 

Le  buillean  nam  fineachan  ; 

Glacan  an  aonaich  an  smiiidricli 

'N  an  caociian  dearg, 

Air  bearradh  Bhracluinn, 

Nacli  b'  urrainn  na  creachadairean  alkV  a  gblacadh — 

A  dh-aindeoin  na  sheas  's  na  thuit  dhiubh 

'S  a'  cliath  gun  bhuaidh  ud, 

Far  nach  d'  fhuaradh  iochd 

Ei  fear  a  dh'  fhàgadh  air  a  leon 

De  laoicb  nan  earraibh  ioma-dathach — 

B'  e  facal-cbmhraig  nan  nàimhdean 

An  garg  aonaicli  : 

"  Na  gheibh,  ca<gair  's  na  caomhaiii  !" 

Dian,  dioghaltach,  leanailteacb, 

Chuir  iad  an  cath 

Gun  troidh  a  bliuidhinn  no  'chall. 

Sheas  na  Gàidheil  gun  bhristeadh 

Mar  a  chleachd  iad,  's  nach  cualas  riamh 

An  iarrtas  strlochdaidh  an  talamh  nam  beò  ; 

Coir  a  thug  nàdur  dhaibh  's  gach  linn  ; 

Cha  toir  ùine  dhinne  i, 

A  chlann  nam  fear  ud  ! 

Mac  Mhaoilean, 
A  Shùnadail,  tha  iad  searbh  de  ghreadadh  nam  faobhar  ; 
Chi  mi  gluasad  iir. 

Tha  na  fir-bhogha  a'  teachd  gus  an  toiseach 
Greasaibh  gu  cùl  a'  bheai'raidh, 
Staing-ghrabaidh  nam  friobhag  bàsmhor ; 
Tha  Rùrach  seòlta  ; 


TOO  ELAR    SIIUXADAIL. 

'S  ma  ni  e  bealach  leis  na  saighdean 

Buailidh  luchd  nan  sleagh  a  steach 

Cho  grad  ri  oiteig  o  'n  speur  ; 

Thèid  sinn  do  'n  eug — 's  an  latha  caillte. 

Luidhibh  dliitli  ri  cùl  a'  bhearraidli, 

G'  am  meallaclli  gus  an  saoil  iad 

Gu  'n  do  sgaoil  sinn  's  an  ruaig. 

An  uair  a  ràinig  na  naimhdean 
An  druim  toirmisgte,  an  ruith  chuthaicli 
'S  mar  a  shaoil  iad  a  dh-fhaotainn  buaidh  a's  tòrachd, 
Far  an  d'  eirich  na  seòid  riu,  uchd  ri  uchd. 
'S  ged  a  ghlacadh  le  giorag, 
Na  biothanaich  gbarg, 
Nach  do  thairg  's  nach  do  ghabh 
Maitheanas  o  nàmhaid  riamli, 
larrtas  nach  cualas  'n  an  sgeul, 
Thog  iad  nuallan  a'  chath  as  ùr, 
Bìiireadh  mortach  nan  tuagh 
A'  bualadh  le  confhadh  an  duthchais 
Na  sreath  dliith  nach  do  bhrist ; 
Gun  taing  do  sgrios  nam  borb, 
A  lionadh  nam  bealach 

A  dh'  fhosgail  an  sgathadh  nach  d'  fhàg  beatha 
An  dèigh  buillean  nan  Gàidheal ; 
Ròmhan  garg  cheann-fheadhna  Lochlainn 
A'  brosnachadh  nan  gnùsgach  iargalt, 
Gus  an  d'  fhàilnich  anail,  cnàmhan,  as  feithean. 
'S  na  chaidh  as  diubh, 
Mar  mhisgear  ag  iarraidh  a  rathaid 
An  uair  a  bhios  a  lùithean 
A'^diìiltadh  a  chumail  direach, 
'S  deoch  laidir  air  ijhoil'n  a  eanchainn. 
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BLAETHEAIGH    GHKUINEART. 


The  battle  that  forms  the  subject  of  the  following  verses  was  fought 
between  MacDonald  of  Islay  and  his  uncle,  MacLean  of  Duart,  in  the 
year  1598.  MacLean  had  long  sought  for  the  possessson  of  Islay,  but 
having  failed  to  extort  aconveyance  of  the  island  from  MacDonald,  he 
used  his  influeni^e  at  court  to  obtain  a  grant  of  it.  MacDonald 
offered  to  divide  the  island  with  him  ;  MacLean  would  have  it  all  : 
MacDonald  gathered  his  clan  from  Arran  and  Cantyre  ;  they  met  at 
the  head  of  Loch  Gruinart  where  a  bloody  battle  was  fought  and 
MacLean  slain.  After  a  few  lines  by  way  of  preface,  the  poem  pro- 
ceeds to  give  the  speeches  of  the  leaders  Then  follows  a  descrip- 
tion of  the  battle  and  of  how  a  dwarf  from  Jura  shot  the  Lord  of 
Duart,  which  ci.used  the  MacLeans  to  rush  with  such  fury  upon 
the  enemy  as  to  throw  their  own  ranks  into  confusion  and  cause 
defeat.  A  description  is  given  of  the  scene  of  sadness  presented 
next  day,  and  of  the  burial  of  Duart.  The  piece  concludes  with 
the  coronach  which  they  sang  as  they  carried  his  remains  to  their 
last  resting  place  in  Kilchoman. — R.13. 


An  latha  m'  a  dheireaclh  de  'n  t-samhradh, 

La  is  fad  air  am  Li  iomradh, 

Aig  sgarthanaicli  nan  tràth,  'san  ear, 

Thàinig  freiceadan  a  dhiiisg  na  tir, 

Ag  innseadh  gu'n  robh  siol  Chuinn  a'  gluasad, 

Fo'm  bratach  shean  da'n  ainm  a'  bhuadhach, 

Làmh  dlieas  fineachan  na  h-Alba, 

Ris  an  d'  thubhairt  an  saoghal,  am  feachd  gailbheach. 

A  toirt  diibhlan  le  piob  a  ghruamaich, 

Rabhadh  nach  d'fhuaradh  riamli  gun  strioclidadh, 

Do  fhine  na  làmh  dliearg  's  chrann-fliige. 
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Lachaxx  Mor. 
"Fhuair  iad  an  diugh  gaotli,  is  grian  leo, 
Da  chothrom  do  nàiinlidean  nach  iarrainn, 
Tha  tuilleadli  a'  tigbinn  na  .shaoil  mi 
Fir  Ari'inn  na  I-earga  's  na  tri  Eaonuill, 
Le  'm  muinntir  ri  tuinn  na  triigha, 
A  thachairt  oirbhse  a  laochaibh  Arois, 
'S  dian  spoltadh  a  ghleidhf  as  bhur  cliù  dhuibh, 
Cha'n  fhacas  fhathast  am  blài*  bhur  cùl-thaobh.' 
Ghluais  Leathanaich  chathara  Mliuile, 
Mar  a  dh'iarradli  aon  is  uile, 
Sgaoileadh  bratach  Dhubhairt  le  reultan  sioda, 
'S  le  iolach  cleibh  nan  ceudan  dileas, 
A  b'  urram  High  air  ceann  armailt, 
Seòid  Mhic  111'  Leathain  fo'n  armaibh, 
Sgaoileadh  bratach  ghorm  Thorr-loisgte, 
Ris  nach  do  thachair  riamh  na  choisg  i, 
Air  an  làimh  dheis  le'n  ceann-feadhna, 
Nach  robh  's  an  Eorpa  ri  fhaotainn, 
Fear  a  thomh'seadh  o'  chrììn  gu  bhroig  ris, 
ThuirteacUi  so  m'an  tugadli  dhomhs'  e. 
Bha  àirde  thar  feachd  na  h-Alba, 
Mar  cheud  Mhac  !Morachd  nan  Eabln-ach, 
'S  OS  ceann  na  dh'eirich  leis  o'n  Dreòllain, 
Chìte  guaillean  garbh  a  chomhlain, 
A'  measg  nan  ceudan  taght  a  bha  dhiubh, 
'S  cha  do  sheid  gaoth  air  fir  a  b'  àille, 
Cha  robh  a'n  tir  mùr  'n  an  eilean  Mhuile, 
Fear  coimeas  do  Lachan  Dhubhairt. 
O  pgrios  nach  taisg  thu  claidheamh  basmhor, 
Trculjh  àrdanach  Ijratach  an  leòghainn, 
Ma'n  tig  na  gallain  ud  fo  fhaol)liar, 
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'S  gu'n  cluinnear  caomteach  iiach  beu  iad. 
M'an  do  sheideadh  caismeachd  a  bliualaidh, 
Labhair  Mac  Dhòmhnuill  mar  so  ri  uaislean. 

"  A  cliàirdeau  's  mo  luchd  duthcha, 

'S  aithiie  dhuibh  gu  leir  steidli  na  cììis  so, 

A  dhion  ar  daoine  's  ar  duthcha, 

Tha'n  claidheamh  dioghaltais  a  nis  riiisgte, 

Còmhlaiche  garg  nach  till  mi-run 

A  thugadh  dhuinn  a  dhion  nam  firein, 

Tha  na  nàimhdean  treun  ud  g'  ar  tòrachd, 

O  nach  tug  sinn  troidh  do  thir  an  còrach 

JNIheasadh  leinn  iad  gach  am  mar  chàirdean, 

'S  rinn  m'  athair  uasal-sa  dhiubli  bràithrean 

Bhrist  iad  gach  ceangal  daimh  a  dh'fhàgadh, 

Tha'n  stàilinn  ud  a  nis  'na'n  làmhan, 

Ag  innseadh  nach  till  iad  o'n  àrfhaich. 

Gun  sinne  chuir  fo  mhasladh, 

Ar  marbhadh  's  ar  diithaich  a  ghlacadh, 

A  Chlann  Domhnuill, 

Ma  chailleas  sinn  an  larach 

O'àit'  am  falaich  sinn  ar  nàire'? 

Cluinnidh  fir  Albainn  is  Eirinn, 

'S  ma  bheir  iad  dliinn  e  c'àit'  an  tèid  sinn. 

Ma  chailleas  sinn  cliù  nan  ceud  bhuaidhean, 

A  bhuidhinn  siol  Chuinn  le'n  cruadail. 

Ma  dh'fhàgas  sinn  ar  coir  air  ceiteadh  Ghruineairt, 

Cluinnear  e  feadh  Bhreatainn  uile, 

Gu'n  tugadh  uainn  luach  ar  seanachais, 

'S  gu'm  bheil  sinn  a  nis  'n  ar  luchd  leanmhuinn, 

Do  Mhac  111'  Leathain  is  d'a  chinneadh, 
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Sud  na  dh'iarras  e  'n  uair  thig  e, 

Am  fag  sibh  an  so  is  full  'n  ar  cuislear, 

Urram  làmh  dheas  na  l>Alba, 

'Nuair  a  thogas  a  righrean  a  li-armaiU, 

A  thugadli  dhuinn  le  reachd  rioghail, 

Aig  Allt-a'-bhannaich  mar  a  dh'innseas, 

lomadli  tlath  is  treuLli  air  fad  na  h-Eòrpa, 

D'an  cùis  fliarmaid  làmh  dliearg  Dhòmhnuill, 

A  thilg  e  air  cladach  Shuirueig, 

Far  an  do  thog  sinne  Dùn-na-Naomheig, 

A  chi  sibh  am  màireach  'na  lasair, 

'S  claidlieamh  gun  trccair  a'  casgairt 

JNIhnathan,  chlainn',  's  ar  n-aosnihoir  cliràljhacli, 

Ma  gheibli  na  Leatlianaicli  na  's  àill  leò. 

Tlia  iad  a'  gluasad  'n  ar  conihail, 

Ti'irrnaibli  a  suas  an  ordugli, 

A  mhaithean  's  a  luchd-cinnidli'air  mo  sgàtlisa, 

Caomhnaibh  bràthair  mo  mhùtbar !  " 

Raonul  mor  na  Luiba, 

'•'Caomhainn  e"  'n  d'tbubbairt  thu  Mbic  Dh?)nilinuin. 

Cha-n  'eil  deiclmear  an  diugh  a'  d'  chuideaehd, 

Ko  ged  a  their  uile  do  d'  sheùrsa  'nan  àireamh  sin, 

Do  shluagh  na  criosdachd, 

Is  urrainn  Rigbdire  Dhubhairt  a  chomhrag, 

Mur  an  caithear  e  le  luaidhe, 

Bus  no  buaidh  dhuinn  tliig  e  beò  as." 

Dhliithaich  a  nis  an  da  fheachd  am  fi^aoch  catha, 
Piobaireacjid  a'  toirt  fiiaim  comhraig  ds  an  talamh, 
Gcich  beul  tosdach  mar  gu  'n  treigeadh  cainnt  iad ; 
Gach  aon  a'  f  eitheamh  a  nàmhaid  a  thoirt  gun  taing  dha. 
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Tonnan  gun  smal  na  fairge  o'n  cliuan  fharsuing, 

A'  taouiaclh  's  a  monmhor  aig  an  casan; 

'S  mar  gu'm  b'  ann  a'  caoidh  ri  blii  toirt  fianuis, 

Air  gearraidli  nan  leon  nacli  leighseadh, 

'Nuair  a  thogadh  iolach  bàis  le  feachd  Sheumais.* 

Flireagair  na  Muilich  le  àrd  mhisneach; 

Clia  robli  air  talamh  feachd  nach  clisgeadli 

Ri  gàir  nan  Leathanach  a'  bualadh 

Ach  am  bràithrean  neartmlior  uaibhreach ; 

O   Albainn   caoidh  do  nihic   a'  tuiteam  le  neart  nan 

gàirdein, 
A  bu  treise  dh'fhàs  's  an  t-saoghal; 
'S  nach  robh  ri'  m  faotainn  ach  an  talamh  nan  Gàidliael. 
Caochain  fhola  gach  taobh  a'  srughladh, 
Air  feur  ùrail  a'  chomhnaird  uaine. 
Fuaimneacli  lannan  stioc  nach  Kibadh, 
A'  dol  am  meud  's  am  meud, 
A.ir  fad  's  air  lend  lean'  an  uamhais; 
Buaidh  air  meidh  chothromach  gun  aoraadh, 
Ri  taobli  seach  taobh,  greim  cruaidh  na  dorainn 
Gus  an  do  thill  na  Leathanaich  gun  taing, 
Lkmh  chli  Chlann  Dhòmhnuill, 
A'  gleachd  's  am  buinn  ri  tuinn  na  tràgha, 
A  bha  's  an  ait  ud  mar  bhalla  dlon  doibh, 
Tonnan  siorruidh  cuan  an  t-sàile, 
A  ghlac  laoich  neartmhor  Mhuile, 
'S  a  dh'ain'eoin  na  b'  urrainn  a  teàrnadh, 
Chuir  iad  bratach  an  Fhraoich  bhàrr  a'  cheitidh, 
A'  fannachadh,  's  an  streup  a  nis  na  h-àirde, 
Fras  shradan  dearg  a'  direadh  mar  bheul  àmhuinn, 
A'spreadadh  le  cuthach  lasrach  gu  h-iosal  thunabràighe, 
*  James  of  Islny,  the  MacDouald. 
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Sruth  nan  caoirean  loisgeach  ud 
Garg  choimeas  nan  arm  a'  bualadh, 
No  mar  a  thuigear  a'  ghoil  theinnteach  a  dh'eirich  uatlia. 
'Nuair  a  bhrosnaich  na  h-Ilich  ris  an  nàmbaid, 
A  bu  treise  bhuail  's  an  linn  ud  no  bha  bitliair  dliiubli, 
A  nis  air  fraoch  an  dùthchais  an  eu-dòchas, 
Cor  nach  cualas  roimhe  riamh  an  sgeul  Chlann  Dùmh- 
nuill. 

Faic  an  caochan  beag  ud  a'  teàrnadli, 
A'  taomadli  a  shrutban  gu  h-iosal  an  ucbd  na  tragha, 
Faic  sgitbeag  *  liath  nan  iomadh  linn  'na  lagan  diomhair 
A  bbeir  a  nis  thu  gu  crioch  cùis  nach  taitneach  innseadh. 
Faic  aig  a  bun  a'  crùban, 

Troich  a  ghuir  an  diabhol,  's  an  Lag  a  'n  Diììra, 
Crannas  na  mile  mallacbd  le  cuimse  mortair, 
Chuir  e  dubh  nan  eibbleag  air  geug  na  dosgainn, 
Las  i,  's  bha  'm  peileir  nimh  'n  a  shiubhal, 
Bhuail  e  Mac  '111'  Leathain  air  bann  an  triul)hais, 
Thug  e  oidhirp  labhairt  le  crith  bheulach, 
Dh'amliairc  a  chomh'altan  'na  aodann  's  e  glas-neulach. 
Thuirt  e  ma'n  do  thuit  e  gun  deo  ann, 
A  chàirdean  mo  gliaoil  tha  mi  leòinte, 
Cumaibh  a  suas  mi  fo'n  bhrataich, 
Ma  mhaireas  feith  luith  a'm  chasan, 
Co  fada  's  a  chithear  gur  beò  mi, 
Cha  treig  an  t-eagal  Mac  Dhòmhnuill. 
Ruith  sgeul  a'  bhròin  feadh  ghaisgich  Mhuile, 
Thog  iad  an  guth  's  cha  b'  ann  gu  tuireadh, 
Ach  iolach  a  thug  comh-fhuaim  o'n  talamh, 
Dioghladh,  dioghladh,  hs'r  cruaidh  lannan. 
*  A  diniiimtive  hawthorn  tree. 
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Sud  an  cuthach  a  chuir  gu  bàs  iad, 

Chain  iad  an  riaghailt  's  an  làracli, 

Sgaoil  ad  na'm  buidhnean  gun  aonachd, 

'S  Clann  Dhòmhnuill  mar  charraig  Dlmn-naondieig, 

Gun  bhristeadh  fo  iùil  an  ceann-feadhna, 

'S  nan  uaislean  a  bu  treise  'san  fhine  na  tri  Raonuill, 

Ursannan  catha  gaisgeil  seolta, 

Chuidich  sgrios  is  eas-ordadh  na  Muileach, 

A'  tuiteani  mar  raineach  sheargt  an  dithreabh, 

Fo  fhaobhair  sgatliaidh  nan  ceann  Ileach, 

lolach  buaidh  is  ruaig  'g  an  iomainn, 

A  chuala  maithean  a  nàimhdean  le  tiomachd, 

'Nuair  a  fhuair  iad  Alastair  Arois, 

A'  meadhon  buidhne  's  gun  aon  làmh  ris, 

'Na  shoasamh  mar  charragh  fo'n  doinionn, 

Blia'n  Leathanach  treun  comh-ionnan, 

Air  lèana  lom  gun  lot  gun  lùbadh, 

A  nàimhdean  air  aodann  's  air  a  chiil-tliaobh, 

A  chlaidheamh  earbsach  a'  bualadh, 

Ghleidh  cearcall  fosgailte  m'an  cuairt  d'e, 

Gach  fear  a  thàinig  fo  fhaobliar, 

B'e  n  tiota  ma  dheireadh  e  de  shaoghal, 

Cha  d'  iaiT  e  bheatha  's  cha  do  striòchd  e, 

Ciiis  a  bhrosnaich  fearg  nan  Ileacb, 

Fir  na  Learga  's  na  h-Oa, 

Buidheann  co  treun  's  a'  bha'n  Clann  Dhòmhnuill, 

A'  tuiteam  le  buillean  fear  Arois, 

Aig  lag  nan  ceann  far  an  d'fliàg  e 

Na  thug  e  leis  gu  talamh  lie, 

Tha'n  cnàmhan  gus  an  diugh  'g  innseadh, 

Dun  air  dhùn  mar  thuit  iad, 

Na  fhuair  mi  de'n  sgeul  thus  mi  dliuit  e, 
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'S  firinn  e  nach  àiclieidh  duine, 

Nach  caiUear  iia  tlièid  a'n  cunnart, 

B'e  sud  crannchur  fear  Arois, 

'Nuair  a  fhuair  e  fuasgladh  le  làmhan, 

RaonuiU  Arraiiaicli  a  lean  an  tòrachd, 

Gus  an  àit'  an  do  sheas  an  còmhlan, 

'Na  aonar  's  gun  fear  'ga  chòmlniadh, 

'Ga  dlialladh  le  sruthan  falluis, 

'S  a  làmh  air  leantuinn  ris  a'  chlaidheamh, 

An  uair  a  chualas  guth  oscarra  Raonuil, 

"  A  Clilann  Dòmhnuill  caomlinaibh  an  laoch  dhomh  !' 

Curaidli  gun  teagamh, 

Cùis  a  dhearbte  ri  fear  dc  slieòrsa, 

Cha  d'  fhuaradh  aon  de  naimhdean  leMnte, 

A  dli'eirich  tuileadli  as  an  àraicli, 

Cha  leigh'seadh  iocshlaint  an  cnànihan, 

Cinn  sgoilt'  is  cuirp  sgathte, 

Nam  fear  co  treun  's  a  sheas  air  talamh  gu  has  loite. 

Stad  an  toir  's  thill  na  h-llich, 

'S  b'  fheàrr  gu  'n  robh  aon  a  b'  urrainn  innseadh, 

Eibhneas  is  bròn  na  thàinig  as  diubh, 

Cha  robh  tràill  nam  measg  na  fear  fasdaidh, 

Laoich  mhor,  shaor,  ainmeil,  na  Gàilig, 

A  nis  a'  tilleadh  o  stoirm  na  h-àraich, 

Ag  amharc  le  sgreamh  na  lotan  creuchdach, 

A  bha  air  na  thogadh  beo  's  an  roinn  nach  d'eiricli, 

Thachair  Mac  Dhùmhnuill  is  fear  Arois, 

Thairg  am  Flath  do'n  uasal  fàilte, 

Shin  e'n  làmh  clili  's  neul  guil  'n  a  gliruaidhean 

'S  a  làmh  dheas  fo  ghlas  nach  d'  fhuasgail, 

Gus  au  do  ghearradh  saidh  a  claidheamh, 

A  thuo-  tiom'  air  ^lac  DhòmlinuiU  's  air  a  mhaithean, 
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'ISTuair  a  ghearr  Niall  Chaonasgail*  am  beta  stàilin, 
Cha  robh  sùil  thioram  's  an  àireanih. 

AN    ATU    LATHA. 

'Nuair  a  dh'eirich  solus  locliran  mòr  na  cruinne, 
An  ath  nihaduinn  bha  gach  te  is  duine, 
A  dh'ionndrainn  caraid,  mac,  no  bràthair, 
A  tional  gu  tursach  gus  an  àraich, 
'S  gun  aon  nam  measg  a  b'  urrainn  innseadh, 
Mu  fhear  Thòrr-loisgte  no  ma  dhilsean. 
No  mu  Eighdire  Dhubhairt  am  bu  bheo  e, 
Cùis  nach  b'  ait  le  Mac  DbòmhnuiU, 
'Nuair  a  chualas  gul,  is  basraich, 
A  ràinig  iad  fada  m'  am  fac  iad, 
Bean  a'n  earradh  mnà  uaisle, 
A'  teàrnadh  o  Dhàil-na-buaile, 
'S  a  sùil  air  a  h-ais  gu  lag  na  sgitheig, 
Cha  do  thuig  aon  na  bha  i  sireadh, 
A'  caoidh  gu  muladach  a  leir-chreach, 
'S  ag  iarruidh  Dhubli  Sithf  a  cheusadh, 
Mu'n  do  ràinig  i  na  h-uaislean, 
Dh'fhiosraich  Mac  Dhòmhnuill,  le  truas  di, 
Co  shaoilte  b'e  bhean  bhronach, 
Fhreagair  fear  Arois  's  aithne  dhomhs'  i, 
Tha  sinn  a  nis  aig  ceann  na  cùise, 
Cha  bheo  Lachann,  fàth  a  tiiirse, 
Cha  chuala  thusa  gus  a  nis  e, 
Ach  chuala  mis'  e,  ged  nach  b'  fhios  domh 
Far  an  do  thuit  e,  sgeula  brònach, 
Seachaimi  a  bhean  so,  'Mhic  Dhòmhnuill, 
*  The  man  who  invented  the  Islay  hilt. 
T  The  real  name  of  the  wretch  by  whom  the  Knight  of  Duart  was  t^hot. 
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Sin  Ni'  Mhic  Aitui  a  mhuime, 

Tlia  i  nis  gun  eagal  cluine, 

Feuchaidh  mi'n  toir  mi  gu  cèill  i, 

'S  CO  tiiirseacli  an  diugh  'san  de  dhuinn, 

Dh'flialbh  Mac  Dhòmhnuill  's  na  tri  Pkaonuill, 

Fear  Arois  is  Niall  a'  Chaolais, 

Bràthair  Mhic  Aoidli  na  Ranna, 

Gu  lag  na  sgitheig  far  an  d'  fhuair  iad 

Mac  111'  Leathain  'na  chor  duaichnidb, 

'Na  shineadh  air  bruachag  fhàsail, 

Fuar  niarljh  's  a  chuislean  tràighte, 

A  dlià  chonih'alta,  clann  fear  Bhrolais, 

'Na'n  luidhe  leis  's  an  dithist  leònte, 

Chuir  iad  e  air  breacan  flatli  nan  Ileach, 

Le  b?)id  chruaidh  mar  a  chaidh  innseadh. 

Thuirt  Raonull  na  Learga,  "a  dhaoin'-uaisl',  eisdibh" 

Ma'n  tog  sinn  am  Flath  so  le  chèile, 

Gabhadh  gach  fear  a  ghreim  air  beann  de'n  blireacan, 

'S  ni  sinn  mar  Dhòmhnullaich  an  reachd  so, 

Nach  stad  's  nach  leig  sinn  gu  làr  e, 

O'n  ait'  an  do  thuit  e  'san  àrfhaicli, 

Gus  an  ruig  sinn  Cill-a'-Choman, 

'S  ma  leigeas  aon  a  ghreim  gu  fàillinn, 

Gu'n  cuir  an  triùir  eile, 

Gun  anail  dàil  da,  na  biodagan, 

Troimh  far  an  d'fhàg, 

Greim  Chlann  Dòmhnuill,  Lachann  Dhubhairt. 

A  chàirdean  cha'n  am  so  gu  tuireadh." 

Thog,  is  rinn  iad  mar  a  gheall  iad, 

Tha  uaigh  's  a  Leac  a'  sin  o'n  am  ud, 

Tho^adh  a  chumha  anns  na  briathran  so. 
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CuiiHA  Mine  'III'  Leathain. 
Eliir  mhoir  an  do  leagadli  tliu, 
Gu  h-iosal, 

Gun  anail  's  tu  diblidh, 
Fo'  n  fhòid,  fo'  n  fhòid, 
A'  d'  shineadh, 
Sgal  piob,  sgal  piob, 
Nacli  eisd  thu,  nach  èisd  tbu, 
Ni's  mo,  ni's  mo, 
'Nuair  a  thogar  fir  Alba, 
Gu  feara  gbniomb,  gu  fcara  gliniomh, 
'S  gun  thusa  le  d'  Righ  le  d'  E.igh, 
'S  gun  thusa  le  d'  Righ, 
'S  gun  thu  beò,  's  gun  thu  beo, 
Bithidh  na  Leathanaich  threun, 
'S  ceann  catlia,  nan  Ileach, 
Fo  bhròn,  fo  bhron, 
O  nach  tig  thu,  mar  b'  àbhaist, 
Gu  àros  Righ  Seumas,  Righ  Seumas, 
'S  gun  do  thogadh  leis  feiii  thu, 
'S  tu  òg,  's  tu  bg, 

Cha'n  fhacas  a'  d'  latha,  air  talamh 
]^a  h-Eòrpa,  na  h-Eòrpa, 
Air  talamh,  na  h-Eòrpa, 
Fear  eile  do  shamhuil,  do  shamhuil, 
Fhir  àillidh,  fhir  àiUidli, 
Cha  d'fhàgadh  a'  d'  dheigh  dhuinn, 
A'  d'  dheigh  dhuinn,  a'  d'  dheigh  dhuinn, 
O  na  rinneadh  do  d'  chreubh, 
Caisil-chro,  caisil-chrò, 
O  na  rinneadh  do  d'  chreubh, 
Caisil-chro, 
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Fhuaradh  do  chlaidheamh  a'  d'  ghlaic, 

Le  greim  bàsmhor,  greim  bàsmlior, 

'S  cha'n'eil  fear  ann 

'S  an  àl  so,  's  an  àl  so, 

Na  's  urrainn  a  làmhadh, 

Fo'n  t-sròl,  fo'n  t-srol, 

Togar  do  chumha  le  Muile, 

'S  le  He,  's  lo  He, 

Le  urram  a  dh'innsear, 

Do  choir,  do  choir, 

Le  urram  a  dh'innsear. 

Do  choir. 
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EADAR   NA 

GAiDHEIL   ALBANNACH   AGUS   NA   SASUNNAICH 
ANNS  a'  bliadhna   1302. 


This  piece  describes  one  of  the  frequent  skinnishes  that  took  place 
between  the  Scotch  and  English  during  the  war  of  Independance. 
The  Bard  in  strong  language  describes  the  bravery  of  the  Scots, 
and  in  no  measured  terms  scathes  the  "  barbarous  "  English  as  be 
delights  to  call  them  — R.B. 


O  Albainn  c'arson  nach 
Faic  thu'n  diugh  air  choir, 
Dillseachd  nan  Airidhean  feachd, 
A  dh'fhuiling  air  do  sgàth, 
Cruadail  has  is  gleachd  Ì 
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Carson  nacli  bi  thu  mar  a  bha, 

Nacli  tog  thu  'n  àird  do  cheann, 

Nacli  seas  thu  rithist  mar  bu  nos, 

Aig  toiseach  Eigh'chdan  na  h-Eòrp', 

An  toir  gur  neò-ghhm, 

Nan  gàrr  mucach  bhuait  do  chiall, 

Do  mhaoin,  do  choir,  is  do  Dhia, 

Eirich  a  sheana  mhàthair  bhuadhach, 

Rioghail,  dhoii'bh, 

Ardanach,  aiutheasach,  threòraich,  gharbh, 

Thig  a  mach  le,  d'  mhorachd  o  shean, 

'S  cluinneadh  do  mhic, 

Le  seirm  nam  bard  c'arson. 

'N  uair  ràinig  an  sgeul  na  laoich, 

Nach  obadh  stri, 

Gru'n  robh  na  naimhdean  a'  teacbd, 

Air  tith  an  glacadh  beò, 

Euith  na  h-x\lbannaich  do'n  choill, 

'S  an  cridheachan  mor, 

Laiste  le  innsginn  dùthchais, 

Nam  fear  treùn  le  'm  b'  anns' 

An  t-eug,  no  mallachd  cuing, 

A  chuir  euceart  air  muineal  cinneach  saor, 

A  bhrist  i  gun  taiiig, 

Co  ach  Albanuaich  le  treùir, 

A  samhuil  nach  cualas  riamh, 

A  sheasadh  an  duiseal  nan  spèic, 

Treubhach  an  gniomh, 

An  fhichead  fear  a  b'  flieàrr, 

A  tharruing  cruaidh, 

O  na  dh'fhosgaJl  Adhamh  a  shùil, 
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A  thug  cath  do  thri  cheud, 

Fir  gharg  cleachte  ri  àr, 

Fiata  mar  Thuirc  a'  dion, 

An  garaidh  cùil  am  brocluinn,    . 

Ard  nan  stiic. 

B'  ionuan  na  luinsichean  ciar, 

A'  rnith  an  coinneimh  nan  sonn. 

Am  bealach  an  doire  ghuirm, 

Far  an  do  sheas, 

Uilleam  Ualas  le  naoi  fir  dlieug. 

A'  toirt  dùbhlan  do  nàmh, 

A  luidh  an  sud  mar  chuii-m, 

Do  bhruidean  na  frith, 

Mu'n  deachaidh  grian, 

Fo  dhiibhar  na  h-oidhche  's  an  mv, 

'Nuair  dhliithaich  na  naimhdean. 

Air  na  laoich, 

Cha  d'fhuair  iad  an  cothrom  a  shaoil, 

Bha  'm  bealach  cumhann  le  stacan  chreag  ; 

'S  an  cuilionn  deilgneach  gorm, 

Ga  'n  dion  m'an  cuairt, 

Staing  riochd  nan  sonn  bu  ghailbheach  nuar, 

A  thug  coinneamh  sgreataidh  do  na  daoi. 

Le  lannan  leathann  geur, 

Bhuail  mar  dhealain  air  sròin, 

Nan  laoicean  gun  ghràs, 

A  ruitli  do  ghialan  a'  bhàis. 

Fo  bhuillean  nan  treun, 

A  bha  spreadadh  'nan  cabhadh  dearg. 

Claiginn  smuais  is  feithean, 

Na  thàinig  a  steach  air  bealach, 

Coisrigt'  a  chithear  o  linn  gu  linn, 
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Far  an  d'  itealaich  an  t-aingeal  dion, 

Os  ceann  nan  Gàidheal  'nan  aire, 

A'  frithealadh  neart  do'n  bhuidhinn  bhig, 

Claoidhte  le  ionnsaidh  nan  sgaoth, 

Bha  spàirneaclid  troimli'n  ghlaic, 

Le  cuthacli  fuatli  is  geilt, 

Roimli  bhuillean  an  dara  Samsoia, 

Gaol  nam  firean  nach  do  stad, 

Duais  foille  nan  nàmla, 

An  Slid  lis  ùr  an  cas, 

Ged  dli'f lial  I  :li  na  daoi  le  sgreamh, 

Is  nach  b'  eoil  doibh  staid  nan  laoch, 

Bha  cuid  diubh  leointe  fann, 

'S  am  fuil  mhòralach  a'  ruith, 

Na  caochain  bhraa  's  gun  doigh, 

Fhathast  air  del  as  mar  thill, 

Na  buirb  'nan  tri  buidhnean, 

An  riin  bristeadh  a  steacli, 

Air  doire  nan  iomradh  cian, 

Far  an  do  chuireadh  an  oath  dian, 

A  mhair  latha  's  oidhche, 

Gus  an  do  sgaoil  falluing  neùil, 

A  sgiort  a  sgar  a'  chonuspaid, 

Mar  a  dh'òrduich  Rìgh  bithbhuan, 

Nan  gràs  a  bhith. 

Ghabh  na  Gàidheil  an  sanas, 

Is  dh'fhalbh  iad  fo'n  chith. 
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DUAN-GEALL, 

Air  euchdan  nan  Gaidhcal  Allannach,  anns  a  Chrimea  fo  stiiiradh,  a 
rheannaird  ainmeai  Cailein  Caimbeul,  anns  a  hhliadhna,  1S54. 


This  piece,  -which  is  one  of  the  best  of  the  author's  efforts,  gained  tiji' 
first  prize  at  a  competition  instituted  by  the  Celtic  Society  of 
Glasgow.  The  Directors  of  the  Society  selected  the  subject  and 
restricted  the  competitors  to  a  certain  number  of  lines.  The  judges 
were  the  Revs.  Dr.  Smith,  Inveraray,  D.  M'Lean,  Glenorchy,  and 
D.  M'Nab,  Gla.sgow,  all  of  whom  as  well  as  the  Bard  have  jia'^'ed 
away.     The  verses  were  written  in  1857. — R.B. 


Blar  Alma. 
Chuala  mi  tuair'sgeul  oillteil, 
Is  trom  bhagradh 
Dhirich  mi'n  cle  Druim  Alb' 
A  dh'fhaotainn  sealladh, 
Chunnaic  mi  fo  aon  mheirgh' 
An  tuath  thir  Eòrpach 
'S  miltean  'n  an  airm  ghaisg' 
Ag  iarraidh  còmliraig. 
Na  Rusianich  air  mullach  Alma 
Cogach,  deacair,  beachdail,  dalma, 
'N  an  sreathan  coisichean  's  marcaich 
Aji  rian  còmhraig  air  an  uchdaich, 
Na  nàimhdean  shuas.     An  creachan  di-lionn, 
Fhuair  na  Gàidbeil  òrdugh  direadh, 
O  bhearradli  nan  liatli  clireag  carrach, 
Thaomadli  fias  nan  sgrios  'n  am  broilleach, 
A'm  buiUsgein  dubh-neòl  a'  chasgraidh, 
Leum  na  h-àrmuinn  gun  ghealtachd, 
Bheuc  an  Leomban  "Buaidh  a  dbain'eoin," 
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Tharruing  sliochd  nam  Fiaiiu  an  lannan, 

Mar  thuil  Chluaidh  cliuisleach  le  gleann, 

Luath's  mire  sriitli  airgid  Eas-Linn, 

B'ionnan  sud  braise  nan  sonn, 

A  maomadh  do'n  àrfhaich  'n  an  deann. 

Fo  'n  t-srol  ghroadhnach  nach  do  chiosaich  nàmh, 

Is  aosmhor  cliii  's  i  iir  mar  blia, 

Le  lannan  leathann  nan  ceann  aisneach, 

Dh'flìàg  sibh  creuchdan  sgrios  is  osnaich, 

Euchdan  nan  curaidh  gun  smal, 

Da'n  dùthaich  tìr  nam  beann  's  nan  tuil. 

0  àirde  chreagach  nam  bac, 

Chur  sibh  ruaig  air  feachd  an  t-sneaclid, 

Chrithnich  iad  le  oillt  roimh  sgraing, 

An  Leòmhainn  dheirg  'nuair  chrath  e  miming, 

Ga'n  sgànradh  le  bruihach  gun  taing. 

Bu  gharg  a  shrachd  e'm  bein  's  an  cuing, 

Grniomh  o'r  cuimhne  nacli  sgarar, 

Fhad  's  a  mhaireas  cuan  a's  talamh. 

Balaclabha. 
Le  gleadliraicli  arm  a's  torrunn  làmhaich, 
Air  learga  chiar  Bhalaclàbha, 
Chunnaic  mi  spàirte  ri  crann, 
lolair  spiillach  an  da  chinn, 
Feitheid  ifrinn  gun  chlos. 
A  reubadh  creiclie  tuath  a's  deas, 
Miltean  a'  freagairt  d'a  smaclid, 
Foill  's  £uil  a's  àr  na'm  beachd, 
Dudacb  nan  ran  searbli  a'  beuclidaich. 
Steudan  Còmhraig  a'  leumnicli, 
Buidheann  bhorb  nan  cochull  lachduinn, 
N'  an  sreathan  dliith  air  an  leacliduinn, 
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Ghluais  iad  o  àird'  an  fhuinii, 

N  am  beinge  tlirom  gu  làr  a  glilinn, 

Lannan  reuLaidh  's  gach  glaic, 

'S  am  facal  comhraig  bus  gun  iochd. 

Na  Gaidiieu. 
Cliunnaic  mi  air  lom  na  faiclie, 
'San  earradh  fliuch  le  braon  na  moiche, 
'Na'n  staing  dhion  's  a'  bheallacli  c'mnihann. 
Fir  dhireach  àrd  nam  broilleach  leathann, 
Meirghe  na  h-Alba  sgaoiltc, 
Suaithchcantas  a  Mòrachd  aosda, 
Os  ceann  reang  na  milidh  uai1)hi-each, 
Ga'n  stuigeadli  gu  toiteal  a  blmalaidh, 
Cha  b'  ion-air-eigin  ach  toil, 
An  fhuil  àrd  gun  tioma  ri  uclid  goil, 
A  bhrosnachadh  gu  h-euclid  an  sinnsear, 
So  an  sgeul  mar  a  dh'innseadli. 
Bhriichd  am  marc  sluagh  an  coinneamh, 
Na'n  Gàidheal  na'n  cois  's  iad  annamli, 
Deich  ma'n  aon  air  an  aodann, 
'S  gun  chul-taic  ach  gleachd  'n  an  aouar, 
Cliù  nacli  teirig  do  na  gaisgich  : 
Mar  lasair  dheirg  a  àmhuinn  loisgich, 
O  fheadain  ghoi'm  nan  cuilblieir  cinnteach, 
Chunnaic  mi  na  caoirean  teinnteacli 
An  gleann  'na  bhuidealaich  strianacli, 
Mar  bhruaillein  doireann  's  an  iarmailt, 
Na  dealan-ghobhlach  a'  spiitadh, 
A'  bolg  neòil  na  fillean  diibhlaidh, 
Cuimlmeachan  buaidh  is  gàbliaidh, 
Air  Albainn  ghaoil  's  air  clannaibh  Gluiidhcal. 
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A  dhearbli  iad  an  sud  a  dhain'eoin, 

'Nuair  fhuair  iad  mar  ihad  an  lannan, 

Chuala  rci  sgread  nan  Ian  cheann  Ileach, 

Ga'n  tarruing  a  truaillean  riomhach, 

Stad  an  teine  's  thoisich  spealtadh, 

Mai'caichean  gnu  ga'n  sgoltadh, 

Liiirichean  sligneach  nan  alt 

A  bruansgail  le  beumaibh  neart, 

Conspuinn  nam  "Breacan  an  Fheileidh," 

A  dliion  a  choir  's  a  ou^aunsaich  eucoir, 

Fo  iiiil  a  cheannaird  do-chlosaicht' 

Cailein  Caimbeal  mac  an  Ilicli. 

'S  cian  sgaoilteach  do  chliù  a  noclid, 

A  lamli  dheas  na  miltean  feachd, 

Ghrios  mi  Fionn'  le  Mac  an  Luin, 

A  bhi  ri  d'  thaobh  an  gaoir  nan  guin, 

'Nuair  bhnail  thu'm  buillsgein  a  ghàbhaidh, 

Sheas  thu  'd  chliii  do  t'ainm  's  do  d'  Bhànrigh'n, 

Sheas  thu  't-uamhas  do  d'  nàmhaid, 

Thng  thn  buaidh  is  sc^uab  tliu  'n  àrach. 
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CUIMHNEACHAN    BHEAID-ALBA. 


This  is  a  sort  of  medley  composed  in  honour  of  a  ilr.  MaeNali,  a  native 
of  Breadalljane,  who  resided  in  Glasgow  and  had  lieen  very  kind  to 
the  Bard.  The  poem  opens  with  an  address  to  the  country,  the 
beauties  of  which  are  described  in  terse  and  classic  Gaelic.  The 
Bard  descends  into  the  glen.  As  he  approaches  a  herd  of  cattle  he 
hears  the  milkmaid's  song,  which  is  perhaps  the  sweetest  piece  in 
his  whole  works.  The  Bard  approaches  the  shelling  where  he  is 
made  welcome  by  a  Highland  matron,  whose  description  he  gives 
and  whose  praises  he  sings.  The  matron  was  doubtless  Mrs. 
MacNab,  the  wife  of  his  friead  whose  kindness  to  himself  in  time  of 
trouble  is  recorded.  Then  tollo^\s  a  lament  for  the  desolations 
caused  by  strangers  in  the  Highlands,  and  a  coronach  is  played  by 
the  aged  Harper  on  the  same  subject.  The  whole  finishes  with 
"  Big  John's  Testament,"  which  consists  in  a  vow  laid  upon  his 
son,  to  stand  by  the  language  and  customs  of  the  Gael,  and  see  the 
Bard  decentlv  buried.  — R.B. 


A  tlialainh  àrd  nan  coilltean  uaine, 

'S  nan  sruth  fìor-uisg', 
Cuislean  bras  nan  lochan  domhain, 

Nach  gabb  diobradh, 
Caocliain  ghlan  na  doimhne  mòir', 

A'  ruith  ail-  uachdar 
Do  bLeanntan  gorm,  a  thir  nan  cnraidli, 

'S  nam  ban  stuama, 
Neòil  glilas  m'a  bharraibh  stùc  a'  snàgadh 

Is  feidli  nan  langan, 
Ei  creachainu  a'  direadh  's  a'  teài-nadh, 

Le  luth  eangan, 
Coilich  nan  cneas  dubli  a'  tunaraicli, 

Air  do  tholmaiu, 
Is  miltean  Ins  a'  fas  'na  maise, 

Le  bricdi  talaraliainn. 
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Do  gliraiseirean  iseal  coireach, 

Ire  thorach, 
'S  fasgach  t'  innseagan  lurach, 

Tomach,  gleannach, 
Earbag  clilis  na  claisteaclnl  neònaicli, 

Feadli  do  chluaineag, 
'Ga  falach,  fo  dhiibhar  rò-clirann, 

Leis  an  ruadhaig, 
A'  cumail  a  cluais  ris  an  àile, 

Fo  sgàil  na  coille, 
Na  h-earalas  le  buaidhean  nàduir, 

Air  brath-foille, 
An  t-sealgair  ag  èaladh  dlìith  dbi 

'S  bàs  'n  glaic  leis, 
Cuilbheir  teine  's  gadhair  lùglior, 

Gu  cur  as  di  ; 
Leumaidh  tu  thar  bruachan  dilionn, 

Is  stacan  garblilaich, 
Am  boil  gioraig  nach  gabh  innseadh, 

Le  purp  seanachais, 
'S  ioghnadh  an  obair  nam  feart, 

Do  hiath's  's  do  neai't, 
'S  nach  urrainn  teallsanaich  nan  ceist, 

Am  breathnacliadh  ceart, 
Cha  d'  fhnair  thu  spùllau  milidh, 

Na  tuisg  reubaidh, 
'S  ann  tha  glaine  's  maise  's  cuthacb, 

Còmhla  'd  chreubhaig, 
Fàgaidh  mi  thu  measg  nam  preas, 

Do  thèarmunn  fàsail, 
'S  tèarnaidh  mi  sìos  an  t-eas, 

A  dh'  eisdeaclid  l>àirich 


122  CUIMIIXEACHAX    BHRAID-ALBA. 

Nam  buar  adharcach  air  faiclie, 

'S  luinneag  òighean, 
A'  bleoghan  na  tain  air  reidhleiai, 

'S  an  àl  m'a  chròthan. 
'Nuaii'  dh' f hosgail  an  Gleann  a'  m'  shealladh, 

'S  an  spreidh  air  àilein, 
Dli'  ealaidL  mi  dlùtli  do  'n  bhuaile, 

Is  shuidh  mi  sùmhach, 
Fo  dhuLliar  daraig  clieudan  samhraidh, 

An  lagan  bòidheacli, 
"S  thug  an  oiteag  chiiiin  gu  ni'  cLlaisteachd, 

Seisd  nan  òighean. 
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Chaidh  gruaim  nan  sianntan  a  chadal, 
'S  tha  fèath  air  talamh  's  air  cuan. 
'S  cboisg  gaotli  fbuaraidh  na  gaillionn, 
Gu  sitb  a  L-anail  o  thuatb, 
Tha  nef)il  shoilleir  na  h-iarmtiilt, 
A'  sgaoileadh  cian  air  an  cuairt, 
'S  a'  iwgadh  gathan  na  greiiie, 
Chuir  blàth's  a'  cheitein  a  nuas. 

Thàinig  fosgladb  nam  l>]àithean, 
'S  tha  lusan  àiUidh  nan  raon, 
Ag  eideadh  dithreabh  nam  beann, 
Is  sraithean  ghleann  air  gacb  taobh  ; 
Tha  bheo  chruitheachd  'na  maise, 
'S  buair  air  faichean  le'n  laoigh, 
'S  gach  tulach  uain'  air  a  chomhdach, 
Le  breacnaich  neòinein  fo  bhraon. 
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'S  aobhar  ioghnaidh  an  sealladh, 
M'an  ciiairt  air  lagan  a  chrò, 
Doire  chiibhraidh  nam  meangan, 
Mu  'n  iadh  's  a'  mhaduinn  an  ceo, 
Le  braonach  cheitein  'ga  criaradh, 
O  chirbean  liatb-ghlas  an  neòil. 
Is  eiridh  lòchran  na  soillse, 
Cur  gean  air  maighdinn  nam  bo. 

A  dh'fhaicinn  trusgan  an  fliùsaich, 
'S  briithain  àigli  a'  del  suas, 
Taisgeach  beatli'  o  na  dùilean, 
Falluin  smiiidreach  nan  cluan, 
Anail  thlusmhor  na  h-àile, 
Treòir  cinneis  nàmliaid  an  fliuaclid, 
'S  gloir  an  athar  na  b-6ideadli, 
A'  direadb  treun  air  a  cuairt. 

Ceorach  bhlàth  o  na  speuran, 

A  fliucbadh  reidblein  is  chruach, 

'S  cur  neart  fas  anns  an  diisluinn, 

'Nuair  thilleas  iiin'  air  a  cuairt, 

A  dh'aiseag  feartan  na  greine, 

ISTach  urrainn  eucoir  thoirt  uainn, 

Ged  dh'fhògradb  laochraidh  nan  garbh-cbrioch 

Le  foirneart  searbh  thar  a'  cbuain. 

Cho-fhreagair  am  Bard  fo  'n  daraig, 

Le  bras-chaoin  Gàidheil, 
Dh'èirich  e'n  coinneimb  na  maigbdinn, 

'S  tbairg  e  fàilte, 
Bbeacbdaicb  e  le  liamb  duin'-uasail, 

Ail'  gnùis  na  seirc, 
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Làn  banndaclid  is  motliachadh  tearc, 

Gun  stuirt  mairc, 
A  rinn  aii-  innis  nan  earc, 

A  bheatba  giin  aire 
Gu  piibiill  fosgailte  na  h-àiridb, 

Aig  fiarag  lagaiu, 
Strachdte  le  Liagaire  *  's  Lus  Bàcliaii*,  i 

Is  og  mheangainn, 
A'  bheithe  chiibhraiilli  fo  lòd  braoiii, 

'S  na  h-ealtan  sgiathach, 
A'  co-sheirm  le  poncan  gaoil, 

Do'n  c)g-bhean  sgiamhaich, 
lomhaigh  an  duine,  maise  daonnachd, 

Leug  na  h-annsachd, 
A  neo-chiontachd  oig'  is  faoileacbd, 

Agh  na  ceannsaclid  ; 
Sin  duit  modh  is  gnè  na  Fiiine, 

Is  tuigear  uatba, 
Beusan  oighean  na  Gàilig, 

Mar  a  chualas, 
Ach  ma  tha  Filidh  no  fear  suaire, 

An  run  faigbneachd, 
M'a  dhiithcbas  maighdean  na  buaile, 

Na  CO  o'n  sloinntear, 
Ainnir  mo  dliuain  fo  'n  rioclid  so, 

Naisg  thu  caoimbneas. 
Do  nigbean  INIbic  an  Aba, 

De  shliocbd  Mbic  an  Ab'  oigbre. 

Ràinig  am  Filidb  bùth  na  frithe, 
Le  deabis  laiste, 

*  The  Herb  Loveage.  t  Lalies  Glc 
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'Sa  Cheòlraidh  'ga  stuigeadli  gu  diomliair. 

Le  run  faicinn, 
Fo  gheugan  uain'  an  fhasgaidli  fhàsail. 

Bean  nasal, 
An  earradli  a  dùthcbais, 

Tìr  nan  Gàidheal. 

CRUTII    MNA    GAIDHEALAICH. 

Ohunnaic  e  bliean  Ghàidhealach  mhaiseacb, 

Air  bruach  casligh  *  alltain  Easloch, 

A  li-aogasg  modhar,  ceanalt',  stuama, 

A'  nochdadh  tàbliachd  neo-thruaillte, 

Na  fola  's  glain'  air  cuairt  na  cruinne, 

Neo-mheasgte  gun  mlieang  fainne,  t 

Miltean  bliadhn'  an  Rioghaclid  nam  Breacau, 

'S  i  'n  diugb  mar  bha  an  càil  's  an  cleachduinn 

B'  ion  eibhneis  air  Jeirg  a  cboinneimh, 

Ri  màthair  mhac  do  'n  àrd  Fhine, 

Fo  cbulaidh  do  Bhreacan  nan  Abacb, 

D'an  dùthchas  Cinne-Alla  chorrach, 

Lie  is  Fionn  Lairig  choilleaeh, 

Cill-Fhinn  is  Bualtachan  gleannach. 

Bha  riochd-fleasg  do  dli'anart  mar  sbneachd, 

Air  fait  amlagacb  nan  tlachd, 

Combarra  neo-cbiontais  is  iocbd, 

Nacb  dion  tàir  's  naeh  àraieb  Iocbd, 

Earasaid  bbasacb  nan  datb  seasaeb, 

Air  uacbdar  an  earraidb  cbneasaicb, 

Bràisde  boillsgeil  mar  leig  feacbd, 

A'  dùnadb  an  da  oir  m'  a  b-uchd, 

■Caiman  is  beitbir  'na  mbeadbon, 

*  Strath  bras  àth.  t  Laige. 
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Gràbhalta  le  teòmachcl  ealaidliean, 

Bratach  ghreadlmach  Chlaun  Donnachaidh, 

Miann  sgeulaichean,  bhàrd,  is  cliar-sheanachaidh, 

Bha  gasan  rainich  o  stuadli  nan  dos, 

Am  bòichead  ùr-fhais  'na  laiinli  dheis, 

Suaithclieantas  nan  laocb  o  Shi'ùthan 

Nach  d'fhuiliiig  cuing  's  nach  d'iarr  ràthan. 

Beannacbd  dhiiit  's  urram  do  sbinnsear' 

Rath  ort  's  gu  ma  buan  a  dh'innseai- 

Coinneamh  a  l)hàird  fo  sgàil  na  daraig. 

E-i  ceile  ruin  Mhic  an  Aba. 

Fhir  dhilis  na  b-innsgiun  uaibhricb 

'S  glan  an  ir'  o  'n  do  bhuaineadh, 

Na  milidh  churranta,  bhuadhach, 

An  t-sinnsearachd  threun  o'n  d'fhuaradb. 

Mac  an  Aba. 
Cbuir  iad  Dail-righ  le  dearras  laocliail, 
'S  catli  Bhualtacbain  le  deannal  fliaobbai-. 
Fo  mbeirgbe  nan  dathan  fraocbail, 
A  tbog  seacbd  fineacban  an  aobhar 

Mbic  an  Aba. 

Bba  mi  roimh  an  gainntir  dùruinn, 
'S  m'  fbuU  air  ghoil  le  teasacb  loinidh. 
E-àinig  tu  uiridh  mo  leonaidb, 
Is  sbeas  thu  'd  stadb  neart  ga  m'  cliòmlinadb, 
A  Mhic  an  Aba. 

Ràinig  tu  leab'  a'  cbruaidb  cbàis, 
Dbiùlt  thu  teach  mear  na  luath-gbàir, 
Is  an  iargainn  loisgeach  gam'  bhualadh, 
"  Bu  trie  agam  's  b'  annamh  uam  thu,'" 
A  Mliic  an  Aba. 
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'S  geàiT  aoibhneas  an  duin'  aig  flieablias, 

Mar  a  chualas, 

Mairg,  is  fearg,  is  neo-slieamhas, 

'Ga  shior-ruagadh  ; 

'S  trom  an  t-eallach  gaol  diithcha, 

'S  fòirneart  ain'eoin, 

Biotlianaich  allmharacli  'gar  spùinneadh, 

'S  gun  dion  againn. 

O  shliochd  nan  trenn  nacli  d'fhuiling  tàir, 

So  am  bliur  diobraidli, 

Ainneart  'gar  ruagadh  gii  càs, 

'S  gur  a  mhi-ruin, 

Ga'r  fògi-adh  gu  tir  aineoil, 

Tliall  thar  chuantan, 

Braid-Alba  le  gàmhlas  foilleil, 

Air  a  sguabadh, 

Sglamliaiche  gun  iochd  'ga  I'iisgadh, 

'Na  lom-fhasaich, 

'S  a  mic  laochail  fad  o'n  dùthchas, 

A'  caoidh  na  dh-fliàg  iad. 

Eisdeamid  sgeul  nan  sonn, 

An  rian  bàrdachd, 

O  sheanair  aosda  ceann  nan  cliar, 

Le  fuaim  clàrsaich. 

CUMHA   a'    CIILARSAIE. 

Cuimhne  na  bha, 

Gliluais  mi  gu  dan, 

'S  sinn  claoidhte  le  crcàdh  fùirneirt, 

Ga'r  sgiùrsadli  le  smaclid, 

Fo'n  smàig  nach  do  chleaclid, 

Is  sinn  gun  diithaich 

Fo  reachd  fòafraidh. 
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O  tliir  thuinnidli  nan  clann, 

Da'n  dual  iomairt  nan  lann, 

A  tliog  mulad  gun  clieann  domhsa, 

Greadliuinn  neo-glilan  a'  sgrios, 

A  fhuair  sinne  fo  chois, 

'S  sinn  gun  teanachdas, 

Gun  fhois  gun  fhàvdaicli, 

Far  an  d'àraiclieadli  riamli, 

Na  trein  nach  aidicLeadh  fiamh, 

Do  neach  acli  an  Dia  ràthain, 

Na  duLh  AlbannaicL  dhian, 

A  gliread  na  Koimliich  o  chian, 

An  deannal  nam  pian  bàsmhor, 

Air  monadli  Bhraca  nan  eucbd, 

Dh'fhàg  sibli  cuimlme  nach  treig, 

Fhad  's  a  mliaireas  'n  ar  deigh  Gàidheil, 

Air  bearradh  Chall-Duin  nan  gas, 

Fhuair  na  fithich  an  los, 

'S  air  leirg  Dhealgain  an  Rois  dh'fhàg  sibh, 

Bèin  nam  biothanach  cruaidh, 

A  dh'  fhench  bhur  saors'  a  thoirt  uaibh, 

'N  am  plodraich  fuar  's  an  àrfhaich, 

Aig  Dail-rànaich  nan  tolm, 

Fhuair  na  feitheidean  cuirm, 

Air  cairbhean  nam  borb  sglàmhach. 

Leoghan  disgir  nam  beann, 

Meirghe  mhòrdha  nan  clann, 

Le  braise  neartmhor  gach  am  buadhach, 

O  staoin  chorrach  an  fheidh, 

Gu  srath  tloi'ail  nan  reidb, 

Ghlèidh  e  dhain'eoin  dha  fein  na  fhuair  e. 
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Alb'  an  seun  thu  mo  ghlaodh, 

Nach  cliiisg  tliii  Mhàtliair  mo  ghaoil, 

M'au  toil-  mallaclid  na  daorsa  baaidli  ort, 

Na  sean  fliineaclian  treun, 

Air  an  sgapadh  an  cein, 

Sliochd  nan  saoi  d'am  hu  blieiirj  cruadail, 

An  tallaclian  Ian  do  eanntag  nan  earn, 

Gu  h-ullartach  fas  fuaraidh, 

Chithear  ciinihachag  bròin, 

Is  ialtag  nam  frog, 

Gun  eagal  an  comlinuidli  dliiiaiclmidh, 

Far  an  d'ùraicbeadh  laoich, 

Sliocbd  nan  Criosduidbean  saor, 

Tha  nis  feadh  an  t-saogbail  f uadaicbt', 

Le  magaicb  gbreamaach  tnù, 

Lior  nan  garracbain  brù, 

'S  nan  crain  sliopacb  gun  cbliù, 

O'n  d'fbàs  iad. 

For  salacb  na  foill, 

Ris  an  dubbairt  ar  n-atbvaicbean  Goill, 

'S  trom  acainn  na  roinn  a  db'  fbàg  iixd. 

Cba'n'eil  atb-cbuinge  na  ceol, 

A'  moladb  Trianaid  na  glòir, 

Acb  balbb  mbubxd  nan  tòrr  fàsail, 

Far  an  cluinnte  gu  mocb, 

Aoradb  molaidb  's  gacb  teacb,  * 

Tba  cùirn  cbòinicb  's  gun  neacli, 

G'an  àiteacb', 

A  laocbraidb  gbaisgeil  nam  feacbd, 

B'e  sud  bbur  n-urram,  is  cbleacbd 

Sibb  smacbd  firinn  is  reacbd  cràbbaidh, 

Stiùir  nòambaidb  bbur  rian, 
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A  slilioclid  cròdha  nam  Fiann, 

Mo  chreacli  dhuLliach  'ur  cian  sgànradli, 

Am  measg  almharrach  thall, 

Far  nach  measar  'ur  call, 

'S  nacli  goirear  dhibh  clann  Glmidheal, 

An  cideadh  colgail  nam  buadh, 

TJrram  fhlaitliean  is  sluaigh, 

O'n  Fhiann  chatbai'ra  nuas, 

Is  CO  's  urrainn  a  luaidh, 

An  rian  seanacliais  no  dhuan, 

Allja  rioghail  ri  uaii'  gàl)liaidh  • 

Innsginn  theinteach  do  mliac, 

An  uair  a  thogadh  tu  t'  fheacLd, 

Cba  robh  do  dbeamhain  's  an  t-slochd, 

Le  gur  Sbasuinn  fo'n  smacbd, 

N'a  cbuir  do  sbaorsa  f o  reachd  nàmbaid. 

Thaisg  an  cb'irsair  aosd'  a  Cbriiit, 

'S  a  dbeòir  a'  frasadb, 

Grain  fòirneadb  'na  tein'  Innsginn, 

A'  dian  lasadb, 

Dùracbd  aicbbbeil  coir  an  duine, 

An  uair  fbeuma, 

Tiodblacbd  nèimb  's  coll^b  ceartais, 

A  cbosg  eucoir. 

TIOMNADII    IAI\    MHOIR. 

M'  an  gann  bba  gutb  na  clàrsaicb  balbb, 
'S  am  filidh  aosd'  fo  bbron  a'  falbh, 
Cbualas  air  bearradb  an  eas, 
Sgalaracbd  deanacbdach  dbos, 
Ard  sheirm  Plob-mhòr  a'  seinn, 
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Caismeachd  chomhraig  shiol  Cliuinn, 
Ka  ruaig  Righ  is  cùl  aii*  Ghallaibh, 
Orùn-luatli  feachd-cheuin  nan  sonn  nllamh, 
Nacli  facas  a'  sòradh  coinneimh, 
Ri  nàmhaid  a  riiisg  claidheamh. 

Trl  clieud  deug  is  letli  cheud  eile, 

Aois  craobh-slieanacliais  Treith  Dhiin-Olla, 

Fir  dheachdair  bii  chian  alladh, 

An  treas  meur  do  shliochd  nan  tri  Gbolla, 

A'  co-fbreagairt  do  'n  t-seirm  luinneacb, 

Sheas  gu  stold  am  Filidh  rannacb, 

A'  dearcadh  gach  taobh  do'n  fhireach, 

Far  an  cualas  an  torman  cathach, 

O  dbuis  tuairneacu  nam  pone  foirmeil, 

Triall  cbaismeachd  nan  Dùgblach  ainmeil. 

Gheibli  leanaltas  a  dhuais  mur  failnich, 
'S  b'  ionnan  a  thachair  do'n  Aos-dàna, 
'Nuair  dbirich  e  staoin  na  carraige, 
Cbunnaic  e  air  lom  na  leirge, 
Le  tuar  neirt  a'  teachd  'na  cbòmbail, 
Sean  fbear  niòr  an  culaidh  Gbàidheal. 
Bha  àirde  mar  Fhiannach  sreine, 
Mhic  Cumhail  fo  chrann  dbeò-grèine, 
Nochd  a  mhodb  naisl'  is  gean, 
Is  misneacb  sàr  chiraidh  'na  sbùil  ghlain, 
Bha  labhairfc  tlathail,  duineil,  suairce, 
Troimh'n  tuigte  grad  treòir  neo-thruaillte, 
Connspnnn  treun  do  'n  fhine  Dhùghlach, 
Da'n  dual  eug  no  buaidh-làrach, 
Dh'  fbàiltich  6  le  seirc  an  Seanachaidh, 
'S  dh'eisd  e  screul  le  stòldachd  iomchuidh, 
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Dh'fheòraich  an  t-Aos-dàn'  am  briutliraibli  .suairce, 

Co  'm  fear  àrd  a  slieas  ri  guailliim. 

An  t-seann  laoicL  Ì     A  dheavbh  rioclid, 

A  dheachd  tin-  naduir  gn'm  b'e  uiliac, 

Fear  mor  calraa  deas  direach, 

A  thaghadh  feum  a  slieasaiuh  còracli'. 

'S  b'ionnan  a  thachair  mar  a  leanas', 

Tbionndaidh  lain-Mor  le  dian  dhealas, 

Ghlac  e  mhac  'na  laimh  chli, 

'S  laun  chruaidh  nan  stri  'na  laimh  dlieis, 

Tbionndaidh  c'm  faobhar  an  àird, 

Is  labhair  e  gu  cràbhach  ris. 

An  Dia  o'n  d'fhuair  mi  mo  bhitL, 

Is  tusa  mur  ghibht  le  reachd  gnàth, 

Biodh  an  diugh  'na  fhiauuis  dhion, 

Air  m'  ath-clminge  le  firinn  d'a, 

Faiceadh  Achair  nan  diil, 

Da'n  leir  gach  cùis  a  thig  m'an  cuairt, 

Fòirneart  mo  bhràithrean  gaf)i], 

Gun  teanachdas  an  taobh  so'n  uaigh  ; 

'S  gnr  fuath  le  m'anain  an  diol, 

Ged  tha  mi  fann  le  stri  na  h-aois. 

Tog  do  làmh  is  gabh  mo  gliuidhe, 

Purp  na  chual  thu  trie  nam  roimhe, 

Seas  is  eoisg  an  tuaileas  gràineil, 

'Tha  mort  an  fhuigheil  bhig  a  dh'fhàgadh, 

Gàidheil  mo  ghaoil  fo  bliinu  ceilge, 

Ach  gu  sònruicht  suinn  Bhraid-Alba. 

Dion  an  cànainn  's  an  cleachdainn, 
'An  aghaidli  mi-run,  tnù,  is  triochdan, 
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Nam  bolgairean  gun  cliliii  gun  mliaitheas, 
A  gheui'-Ieanas  iad  an  taobli  so  £hlai< 
Sin  seadh  do  bhoid.     Gleidh  i  mhic, 
Is  fiiic  am  Bard  le  seirc  fo'n  lie. 


EANN  MARBH-THAISG  DHONNACHAIDH 
MHIC-BHLAIE, 

Tuathanach  ann  an  lie,  a  ckaochail,  Mios  Meadhonach 
an  Earraich,  1867. 


GUTH. 
An  cluinn  thu  teiirnadli  o  Chnoc-na-faire, 
Fuaim  nan  cas-cheum  tiarahaidh  trom, 
'3  an  ceol  tùrsach  ag  aomadb, 
"Cha  till  mi  tuille"  gu  saoghal  nam  beò  ? 
Tha  'n  caomlian  Criosdail, 
Gu  h-iosal  gun  chlaisteaclid  gun  iùl, 
Air  mùthadh  o  bheatha  gu  bus. 

FREAGRADH. 

Ged  a  dheàrrsas  grian  air  corsan  cian  nan  speurj 

'S  ged  a  ruitheas  dealanach  nam  biorag  dea"g, 

A'  sgoltadli  rathad  a  tboirm  'n  a  dheigh ; 

Ged  a  thogadh  crith-thalnihainn, 

O  ghrunnd  an  domhain,  le  freotb-theine, 

Beanntan  Albainn  as  xxv, 

'S  an  siigbadb  a  rithisd  'n  an  comhnard ; 

Ged  a  sbèideadb  ceitbir  ghaothan  na  ci'uinne, 

A'  togail,  'n  a  b-aon  bbuinne  colgacb, 
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An  fhairge  mhotliarach  gu  h-iomall  a  meud; 

Ged  a  thilgte,  'n  am  pronnacli  mean, 

Creagan  ailbliinn  nam  beann 

An  slugadh  farsuing  a'  chuain; 

Ged  a  sgoilteadh  an  talamh, 

Gu  taisgeach  nan  uisgean  mora 

Falaicht'  an  diomliaireachd  a'  chuain; 

Ged  a  rachadh  caraig  Dùn-an-Righ 

'N  a  gaineamh  mbin  an  Loch-eite ; 

Ged  a  dh'  eireadh  arraailt  nam  fin-acLan, 

'S  an  leoghann  dearg,  buadhach, 

Le  smachd  riogbail  na  h-Alba, 

A'  caKgairt  gacb  nàmbaid 

Aig  an  robh  de  dhànacbd  a  dhùsgadh; 

Ged  a  sbèideadb  ran  na  diidaich, 

O  bhiinait  gu  bàrr  nan  stùcan  liatb, 

Ag  iarraidh  a  mach  nan  Gàidbeal, 

Aluinn  'n  an  crutb,  àrd  'n  an  gniomb, 

Treun,  nasal,  d'lleas,  gun  mbeatacbd, 

Na  gaisgicb  o  na  frilhean  coillteacb, 

A'  gi'easadh  le  graoinneacbadb  Crois-tàrra, 

Gus  an  àrfhaicb,  a  gbleidbeadh  a'  cbrùin 

Do  nigbean  riogbail  Rigb  Seumas, 

iS^a  b-Ailpeinicb  's  na  db'  èiricb  dhiubb 

Gu  steidb  a  mòracbd; 

Ged  tbigeadh  so  uile,  cba  cbluinn 

'S  cba  dùisg  e  o  cbadal  iidlaidb  sgàil  a'  bbàis. 

Sint'  an  uaigb  dbqrcba  na  tosdacbd, 

Tha  'n  caomban  bàigbeil  fo  gblais  nam  marljb, 

'S  àite  falamli  aig  ca'.;ailt  an  aoraidh, 

Far  nacb  feudadb  mi-bheus  labbairt, 

'S  nach  d' tbug  fasgadb  riabh  do  mbi-rùn. 
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GUTH. 

Bhrist  freumhach  aosd'  de  clii'aobli  Chlann-Blilàir ; 

Bithidh  so  ail-  'f hàgail  air  a  lie ; 

Cliù  nacli  'eil  trie,  aeli  is  flor  a  dli'  iniisear 

Leis  na  fhuair  air  eòlas  : 

Aoidheil,  caoimhneil  ri  bochdj 

TJasal,  macanta  'n  a  bheus; 

Firinneaeh,  dileas,  gun  flioill, 

A  thug  an  dlighe  mar  a  thoill 

Do  gacli  aon.     Bha  boannaclid  luclid-tuarasdail 

Duit  air  tir  's  air  muir, 

Mar  a  thuit  do  elirannchur. 

Thus'  a  sliiiiblilas  cuan  nan  gùbhadh, 

Faie  's  an  làr,  'n  a  cliaisil-eliro, 

Maraielie  cruadalach,  dàna, 

A  bu  trie  a  sheas  ànradh  gaoithe  a's  faii-ge, 

Air  tonnan  feargach  smith  a's  seididh. 

Thxis'  a  ghleidheas  an  treud 

Air  aisridh  nan  sleibhtean  lusrach, 

Tog  a  nail  o  sgiirr  an  eas, 

Neòineag  gheal,  eagach  an  f hàsaich ; 

Cuir  an  so  i  air  uaigh 

A'  bhuachaille  d'  am  bu  dùthchas 

Còmhall  corrach  nan  treudan  lionmhor. 

Bha  'm  fear  dileas  so  an  sud  'n  a  oige, 

Aig  crò  's  aig  ereachan  'g  an  cuallach. 

Seas  air  a  lie  a's  guidh  do  chrioch 

A  bhi  le  sith  mar  a  thugadh  dhasan. 


13G 


EANNAN. 
'mu  ehas  an  urramaich  xiall  strachax. 

Minister  L'a;/lais  Chalum  ChiUe,  'an  Gldaacho, 
A  chaochail  anns  a  nihlos  Mhaiyh,  1S60. 


Fliir  a  ghaljhas  an  rathad, 
Stacl  's  thoir  aire  clo'n  uaigh  so, 
Smaoiniich  ceart  mar  is  eigin, 
"Dliuimi  gu  leir  dol  gu  truailloachd, 
'S  nach  cum  urram  no  m^.rchuis, 
Maoin  na  seoltachd  sinn  uaipe, 
O  na  tlioill  sinn  le  peacadh, 
Buaidh  teaclidair'  an  uamhais. 

O  dhuine  nach  diomhain, 

Earbs'  a  ni  tha  anns  an  t-saoghal, 

'S  lagh  ar  caochladh  do'n  t-siorr'aclid, 

A  glmàth  sgi'ìobht'  air  ar  n-aodainri, 

"]Mar  fheur  uaine  na  faiclie, 

Tha  uaill  is  maise  chlann  daoine,"* 

Seargaidh  àilleachd  na  colla, 

'Xuair  a  ghearras  corran  an  aoig  sinn. 

Bheir  e'n  E,igh  as  a  chathair, 
A  dh'aindeoin  carachd  na  h-eucoir, 
A  tha  cumail  chàicli  £o  a  chasan, 
'S  iad  ag  acain  's  nach  eisd  e, 
Cha  'bhi  oisein  na  fhàrdaich, 
Nach  teid  am  bàs  air  a  dhèigh  ann, 
'S  e  ga  gln-easad  gu  priosan, 
Nach  fosgail  innleachd  na  èiric. 
*  Isaiah  xl.  t3. 
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Bheii'  e'm  brathadair  snàgach, 
A  bba  'na  thràill  aig  air  iarrtas, 
Gu  làthair  Breitheamh  nan  uile, 
An  Ti  nach  urrainn  iad  fhiaradb, 
A  dheanadh  firinn  do  bhreugan, 
'S  a  chuir  euceart  an  àite, 
Ceartas  fiorgblan  na  riaghailt, 
Mar  a  dh'iarras  an  àithne. 

Ach  faic  £o  gblasan  a  bhàis, 
Gun  chomas  fàilte  na  còmhradb, 
Am  fear  nach  fhaca  'n  a  eigin, 
Neach  's  e  'm  feum  air  a  chòmhnadh, 
E  nis  gun  chlaisteaehd  gun  leirsinn, 
Rabhadh  geur  dhuinn  nach  beo  e, 
'S  gu'n  tàinig  cumhachd  an  eig  air, 
Nach  coisg  beusan  na  fòglilum. 

Sin  a  chreubh  anns  an  duslach, 

Is  sin  thusa  mar  bha  e, 

Làidir  fallain  a'  d'  bheò-shlaint', 

'S  ged  tha  thu  bg  na  bi  dàna, 

Cha  diong  storas  na  uabhar, 

Ni  's  an  uair  ud  ga  d'  theàrnadh, 

'Nuair  thig  gairm  air  son  t-anania, 

Bàirlinn  shearbh  nach  gabh  àicheadh. 

Faic  an  teangair  iir-labhrach, 
Urrannt'  ainraeil  'na  shineadh, 
Aghaidh  dhuineil  na  faoileachd, 
A  nis  air  caochladh  lomhairfh. 
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'S  an  t-anam  luaclimhor  air  fàgail, 
"Corp  a  bhàis  so"  gun  chlìtli  ann. 
Sin  am  fuigheall  a  fìh'fhùgadli, 
De'n  fhear  nach  àicheadh  an  fhirinn. 

Dillseaclih,  ceannsaclid,  is  fòglilum, 

Do  bhuaidhean  corr  's  rinn  thu  feuni  dliiubh, 

Triùir  is  annamh  a  tliugadh, 

Do  aon  duine,  le  cheile 

Le  guth  oscarra'  sparradh, 

Brigh  do  labhairt  mar  dli'fheuniadh, 

Gach  aon  a  reir  mar  'blia'n  eòlas, 

Sean  is  og  de  d'  luclid  eisdeachd. 

Do  liobhairt  stolda,  ghlan,  lianail, 
A'  freagairt  briatliran  na  Gàilig, 
Gniomli  a  dhearbh  dhaibh  na  thug  thu, 
O  chànaiun  chunihachdaich  nùduir, 
A  bhiodh  a  froiseadh  o  d'  bhilean, 
Gu  reidh,  fileanta,  h'lidir, 
Their  do  threud  's  tha  e  fior, 
Gur  tearc  na  lionas  dhailjh  t-àite. 


'S  ceart  a  blireith  i  gu  beachdaidh, 
Tha  e  deachdair  ri  fhaotainn, 
Fear  do  ghnuth  mar  dhuin'  uasal, 
Fear  do  shuairceis  's  do  dhaonnachd, 
Cha  b'e  t-?ibhaist  a  ghrnamachd, 
Ni  a  bhuannaich  an  gaol  duit, 
Seirc  an  cridhe  's  an  dùrachd, 
A  mhairt'as  ùr  dhuit  re'n  sao'duil. 
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Sud  mar  'fliuaradh  riamli  earbsa, 
Nan  Sean  Albannach  airidli, 
Urrani  cinnich  na  talamliainn, 
'S  fad'  tha"n  seanachas  g'a  aitbris, 
'S  na  bha'n  so  dhiubh  fo  d'  cburamsa, 
'S  aobhar  tùirs'  dhaibh  do  sgaradh, 
TJath'  an  toiseacli  do  làithean, 
'S  tu  'nis  's  an  àireamh  nacb  maireann. 

Tha  fuaim  cuuib'  ann  a  d'  tballa, 
'S  deoir  mnà  ann  a'  taosgadh, 
'S  co'n  Criosduidh  a  dhàicb'eas, 
Nacli  mor  àraidh  a  h-aobhar, 
A  bhi  CO  tràtli  air  a  sgaradh, 
O'n  fhear  le'n  caitheadh  i  saoghal, 
'S  ged  thig  moclithràth  is  anmocli, 
Cha'n  aisig  aim  sir  a  sraol  dith. 


EAXN    MARBH-THAISG    IAIN    LUIM, 
AM    BARD    ABRACH. 


Iain  Luim  'sun  òrdugh  's  tu'n  seachilaudi,* 
Le  roinn  aon  còrr  mar  a  clileachd  tbu 
Craon,  creadhail,  crosda,  creasgoiu.  creapall,  contreill, 
Crearal,  crasgacb,  reasgach,  crearadh,  coiuutibh, 
Cloth,  cluach,  clothach,  babhunn  brislich, 
Ailleart,  aichilleach,  ailbhinii,  do-bhristidh, 
Broisg,  braightsei],  brodach,  brollaigh,  biianna,  breangail,! 
Breas-cholbh,  breaslainn,  breas,  breasda,  breas-rod,  cainnte, 
Sheas  thu  t'aonar  an  goil  boile  fad  do  Inithean, 
'S  gheibheadh  do  namhaid  's  do  cluuaid  thu  far  am  fùgt'  tliu. 
*  An  òrdngh  Bkrdan  ainmeil  na  Gàidhealtachd. 
t  Rauiisaicli  Briathiadaiiean  no  Gailig  airson  nam  facal  so. 
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Clmunaic  au  t-ughdar  sgeul  bàis  na  mnà  so  ann  an  gasaid  ualgheachd 
an  Ghiischu.  Cha'n  fhac  e  riamh  an  duine  na  bhean,  ach  gu  'n  robh 
an  ainm  aig  o  iomradh.  Bha  iad  araon  de  mhuinntii-  an  Eilean 
Arranaich. 

A  sbeanair  chaoimh  a  tlia  air  t-astar, 

As  a  chlachan  so  sbios, 

'S  beag  au  t-ioghnadh  mar  a  tlia  tliu, 

'S  mar  a  bha  tbu  nacb  bi, 

O  na  dbruid  an  uaigb  air  do  cbeil", 

A  db'fhàg  'na  deigb  tbu  ri  bròn, 

Cùis  nacb  furtaicb  an  leigb, 

A  cbionn  nacb  eiricli  i  beù. 

Ged  a  tbromaich  uallach  nam  bliadbnan, 

Ort  m'an  d'iari-adb  i  bbuait, 

A  rèir  na  fbuair  mi  de'  d'  sgeula, 

Bii  deas  ti-enra  tbu  'nuair  a  fbuair 

Tbu  bbean  mbacanta  dbileas, 

De  sliliocbd  mileant'  Ghreim-Cruaidb, 

Treubb  da'n  diitbcbas  an  àracb, 

Air  ceann  nan  Gàidbeal  gu  buaidb. 

'Nuair  a  fbuair  sinn  a  Gbàsaid, 
Sgeula  bais  do  bbean  riiin, 
Tbog  sud  cuimbne  na  bba  dbuinn, 
A  toirt  a  làtbair  sean  is  in; 
Naigbeacbd  tùirseacli  a'  bbruin, 
A  cbaisibcbrò  dol  do'n  cbill, 
Do  leaba  dborcba  na  tiambacbd, 
As  nacb  iarrar  gun  tilL 

Aon  seacb  aon  de  na  dilsean, 
A  sbeasadb  fu'inneacb  leinn, 
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'Nuaii'  a  tliigeadh  deuchainn  nan  càirdean, 

'S  a  bliitheadh  each  air  ar  l>iun, 

An  deigh  leth  seacliduinn  de  làithean, 

Sgairt  o  àireamh  nam  beò, 

Bhrist  an  ceangal  nach  tàth  ruinn, 

'S  clia'n  fhaic  an  ait'  iad  ni's  mo. 

O  chumhachd  deisinn  na  truailleaclid, 
'San  do  bhuaidh  leis  au  aog, 
Is  nach  caomhainn  thu  deo  dhinn, 
A  toirt  leat  na  h-oige  's  na  h-aois, 
Corran  sgaithidh  do  leir-sgrios, 
A  gheàiT  na  dheug  dhinn  gu  làr, 
'S  na  tha  beo  ni  thu  'm  bualadh, 
Le  gath  uamharr  a'  bhàis. 

Thuit  do  thaice  o  do  chùlsa, 
Nuch  aisig  ùine  gu  bràth, 
Rabhadh  cinnteach  gu  leir  dhuinn, 
A  bhi  dol  'n  an  deighsan  a  bha, 
Dh'fbalbh  do  choimpire  stòlda 
A  thagh  thu  og  a  measg  chàich, 
'S  CO  nach  tiomaich  a  chual'  e, 
Is  sinn  uile  buailteach  do  d'  chàs. 

Ged  a  thig  easlaint  'gar  bualadh, 
Call  is  cruaidh-chàs  is  dith, 
Is  each  a'  diùltadh  gu  gruamach, 
Roinn  de'n  uallach  a  thoirt  dinn, 
Bithidh  na  trèibh-dhìrich  chaomh, 
Leinn  ag  aonadh  an  saothair, 
'S  a  toirt  a  ghath  lis  gach  dohis, 
Cha  dithist  beo  sinn  ach  aon. 
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THA  NA  RANXAN  SO  MAR  GUM  B'ANN  AIR 
LEACAN  UAIGHEAX  XAM  BARD.  * 


A  Ghaidlieil  òig,  tlia  t-àm  bin  'g  eiridh, 
Fhaic  thu'n  Seanfhear  liatli  'na  eideadh, 
'S  na  h-àrinuinn  fhineacliail  a'  gluasad 
'Nan  culaidhean  dearg  is  uaine, 
'S  'nan  dathan  eile  a  fhuair  gacli  imileaclid, 
Ag  aitlivis  air  bogha  na  di)e. 

'Se  sud  a  chuir  air  letli  o  cliach  sibh, 

'S  lean  e  nuas  o  àl  gu  h-al  rnibh, — 

Eideadh  riglirean  is  uaislean, 

Maiseach,  cathacb,  flathail,  fuasgailt' ; 

Sonruiclite  mar  òrd\igh  nàduir 

A'  cur  treis  is  gaisg'  anns  na  dh'  fliàs  ann. 

'S  àrd  an  iomradh  na  fir  chalma 

O  bbeanntan  tnathach  na  h-Alba, 

Far  an  d'fhuair  Mac  Fhinx  a  Gbàilig, 

'S  teagblach  mòr  nan  Duan  na  dh'  fhàg  iad 

An  uair  a  sheinn  iad  maiseachd  torn  is  doire, 

Creachan,  is  cruach  is  coire, 

Beanntan  is  nillt  an  fhàsaich, 

Am  fiadh  's  an  niaig  's  an  Tore  's  an  sgàirneach, 

*  From  the  North  British  Daihi  Mail,  Nov.  26,  1867.— "Glasgow 
Celtic  Societv. — We  are  informed  that  the  directors  of  this  socistj, 
after  mature  consideration,  have  decided  that  the  first  prize  for  the 
best  Gaelic  poem  is  to  be  awarded  to  Wm.  Liviii^^-iton,  Dale-street, 
Tradeston." 
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Coille  's  eòin  'na  bàrr  an  coisir 

Air  geugaii  duilleagacli  nan  rò-clirann  ; 

Banarach,  buachaill,  is  àiridh 

Anns  an  cruinnich  treudan  le  'n  àlach, — 

Orain  gbaoil  is  laoidhean  cràbliaidh, 

Piobaireachd,  's  luinneagan  na  buaile, 

loiTam  ràmbachd  's  aoir  nan  tuasaid. 

Oisein  treun  an  tùs  na  cliaracbd,* 

'S  CO  's  nrrainn  innseadh  mar  iarrtas 

Mar  a  db'aithris  thu  colg  a'  gheamhraidh, 

Stoirm  an  f'liaoiltich  's  soireann  f  sambraidh, 

Taii-neanacli,  deabmacb,  is  fairge, 

Gaotb,  cbicb-mbeallain  's  tuiltean  gailblieacl], 

Dùilean  an  athair  'nan  ordugb, 

'S  gealach  is  reultan  a'  còmbnadli 

Annracbd  a'  cbuain  fo  neoil  na  b-oidb<  be 

A'  falacb  locbran  na  soillse  ; 

Anns  gach  cùis  an  deanar  t-fbaicinn 

Cba  robb  's  cba  bbi  na  bheir  do  cbeart  diiit, 

Db'  fbàilnich  teanga  nam  Bard  ann, 

Their  iad  sud  e  's  leanaidb  each  iad 

Oisein,  an  comunn  nam  flatb — ■ 

Oisein,  am  boil  a'  cbatb — 

Oisein  nasal  gun  cheilg — 

Oisein  am  fritb  na  seilg — 

Oisein  ag  iomain  na  ruaige — 

Oisein  a'  tiomacbadh  ri  truaigbe — 

Oisein  a  diùltadh  a  bbualadb.  i: 

Cbuir  tbu  Ghàilig  gu  bun  a  h-anail, 

*  Chorus.  +  Serenity,  mildness. 

t  Faic  Dan  an  Deirg  a  chainnt  fein  air  a  chilis; 
"  Chaomhainn  mi  fein  an  Laoch  leònta." 
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Cha  d'  fliàg  tliu  diog  'ua  creubli  gun  labliairt  ; 

Gnìomh  nacli  do  riiiu  mac  duine, 

Cha  robh  e  ann  's  cba  tig  e  tuiUe, 

O'n  latha  dhruid  an  t-eug  fo'n  fliòid  thu, 

'S  a  glilais  e  ieat  do  bhuaidhean  còmhraidL. 

So  a  nnas  'nan  àra  's  a'  cliùrsa 

Crimixe  na  clàrsaich  is  Deardail  thuirseach, 

A  cliuir  an  eagar  an  Dàn  brònacli 

A'  caoidh  Clilann  Uisnich  marbh  le  fòirneart  ; 

Crimixe,  bean  Dheirg  an  Doire, 

Thuit  thu  òg  le  brath-foille, 

Dla'  fhalbli  thu  grad  mar  aiteal  grèine 

'N  uaii-  a  sheiun  tliu  cumha  do  chèile. 

Eaic  naigli  a'  Bliàii-d  aosda 

Mar  a  dli'iarrainn  e  air  Ijruacb  a'  cliaocliain. 

A  sheanair  chaoimli,  gun  sannt  'g  ad'  Ijhuaircadla, 
Mheal  tliu  bheatha  so  gun  bhruaillean  ; 
Ruaig  an  fhèidh  air  uclidacli  fritlie, 
Gadhar  aintlieasach  a'  strì  ris, 
Treudan  mèileach  air  an  àilean, 
Sruithean  sèimh  fo  gheugan  sgàileach 
Na  dh'iarr  tliu  fhaicinn  mar  do  jjhòrsan, 
Siuigeadli  an  saoglialtacb  an  corr  dLetli ! ! ! 

Fhilidli  Comliachag  na  Sròine, 

'S  tiis'  an  coigeamlx  's  an  òrdugli, 

Tha  do  chainnt  a'  teachd  co  bias  ; 

Ri  oiteagan  plathacli  le  fras  ; 

Saoilear  gu'm  faicear  tliu  beò 

Air  aonach  an  tabliannaich  na  tòir, 

Am  miol-chù  leanailteach  gun  lùtli  ann, 
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An  nail'  a  thug  an  cvocach  an  stCic  dheth 

Chain  e'n  sealladh.     Thuit  a  mhisneach, 

Tha'n  sealgair  furachair  a'  clisgeadh, 

'S  an  gath  riobhagach  o  bhogha  lùbte 

A-'  tolladh  calg  damh  dearg  a'  bhùiridh, 

An  seachd  's  an  ti'i  fichead  rann  a  dh'  fhàg  tliu 

Is  feàiT  a  dh'innseas  mu  d'  àbhaist. 

A  laoich  uasail  rug  an  aois  ort 

'Nuair  a  chas  an  "  t-adh  odhar  maol  riut  "  * 

Mairidh  tu  le  iomradh  ogail, 

An  ci-aobh  Fhineachail  Chlann  Domhnuill. 

Eileau  a'  cheò  's  nan  sgiathan, 

B'  olc  a'  chilis  nan  diiiltadh  iarrtas 

Do  Mhairi  chliiiiteach  nan  Oran 

A  sheinn  duit  luinneag  is  crònan, 

'S  cumha  tiamhaidli  Triath  nan  Leodach. 

Rann  marbh-thaisg  air  Leac  a  Lighe 

A  chi  'm  fear-turuis  'nuair  a  thig  e. 

Thogainn  do  cliàrn  do  chlachan  ailbhinn, 
Carragli  'na  mheadhon  's  t-aois  is  t-ainm  air  ; 
An  cruthanan  sgriobhaidh  nan  Druidhneach 
'S  bu  bheag  sud  mar  mheas  do  d'  chuimhne. 
Bicdh  do  dhealbh  an  culaidh  chadaidh, 
'S  fleasg  mu  d'  fhalt  do  dhuilleach  daraich, 
'S  Gearradh-arni  nan  Leodach  arach. 
A'  d'  làinih  dheis  air  leac  o  charraig, 
Thoir  do  chàch  mar  is  àill  do  dhileab, 
Ach  tilg  do  TIIOXNAG  air  an  Ileach. 

A  bheau.     Bha  esaii  sean  is  ise  òg.     Faic  Comhachag  na  Sròiue. 
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Thus'  Iain  Luim  ;  gnn  fois  storas 

Counspaid  bhuan  gun  sfcad  an  toil-  ort, 

Sgiiirs  thu  iad  o'n  Righ  's  a'  cLatliair 

Gu  Bi-ian  an  ruamliair  a  blia'n  Atliull, 

Le  teanga  nach  do  ghluais  ri  caiiean 

A  leithid  eile  o'n  latha  dli'fliiis  i. 

Their  each  Iain  Lorn  riut.      Aiiim  is  fearr  ort, 

Suisde  greadaidh  Earra-Gbàidheil. 


O  R  A  N 


comuxx  nam  fixeachax  gaidhealach  axx  ax  glaschu 
a'  cheud  la  do  'x  ehliadhxa,  1859. 


Bha  mi  'n  deigh,  's  tha  mi  'n  deigh, 

'S  bidh  mu  'n  deigh  air  'nr  n-eachdraidh, 

Ail'  Gàilig,  chiidheamh  mòr,  is  piob, 

'S  coir  nam  mac  air  riogh'chd  nan  breacan. 

A'  cheud  oidhche  do  'n  bhliadhn'  ùir, 

'S  tigh  mor  na  cuirra  mar  luchaii-t  laiste, 

Chruinnich  clanna  na  tir  àird, 

Ris  an  abrar  gu  bràth  na  gaisgich. 

Fo  'n  earradh  sean  's  a  mhaii-eas  iir, 

Le  urram  bhuan  nach  mùtli  's  nach  ghicar, 

0  Ghàidheil  Albannach  d'  an  coir, 

Làmh  dheas  na  morachd  's  a  cleaclidadh. 

Fineachan  tlr  gharbh  a'  chuain, 

Broilleach  uaill  an  domhain  fharsuing, 

A  thug  Righrean  do  Blireatunn  gu  leii-, 
Do  Eirinn  's  na  oheill  fo  smachd  dhiiibh. 


OKAX.  1-Ì7 

'S  dìitliclias  diiibli  mar  bliarrant  buaidh, 

Stàilinn  fuar  glas  cruaidh  nach  taisich, 
A  ghleidh  do'r  n-Ath'raicliean  iia  fhuair, 

'S  bu  slion'  iad  a  caual'  's  nacli  fac  e. 

Le  Leoghan  siirdagach  nan  Qann, 

Barran  Lann  m'a  clieann  's  e  bras-leum, 

Fogh'nan  deilgneacli  'na  mliàig, 

'S  e  beucaich  "  An  ratluid  àrd  troimh  Sliasunn." 

Rioclid  nam  fear  nach  d'fhuiling  riamli, 
Duals  no  iarrtas  a  tliug  dliaibh  masladh, 

Seas'ach  mar  charraigean  nam  beann, 
Cha  d'  aom  iad  le  feall  no  le  gealta -lid. 

Sealladh  nach  b'  ait  leis  na  Gaill, 

Boillsgeadh  soills'  o  chriosan  bi-eacnaicht', 

Le  spangan  airgid  naill  nan  Righ, 

A'  cuir  mais  air  Iith  nan  leugau  snaidhte. 

A'^^tilgeadh  lainnir  air  an  t-siiil, 

Mar  dhrillsein  goal  o  dhrùchd  na  faiche, 

Seudan  nam  fear  is  feàrr  dealbh, 

Air  nachdar  talamhuinn  ri'm  faicinn. 

A'  measg  na  bha  's  na  tbig  'n  ar  deigh, 

B!mr  di'each  's  bhur  ceutaichead  clia'n  fhaicear, 

Leithid  luth  is  cruth  is  ceum, 

Nan  Gàidheal  fo  an  eideadh  feachdail. 

Fearalachd  gun  mheang  'n  an  gniiis, 

Misneach  àrd  is  durachd  gaisgell, 
'S  neo-chiontachd  a  thàladli  mnà, 

Baaidhean  nàdurra  nam  macaibh. 
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O  Albainn  's  dlùtli  (lliuit  ciiuilia  bròin, 
Thig  cionta  fògradb  is  anclieart  oi"t, 

Engaiflh  tu'n  tuil  fol'  is  dheur, 
Airsoii  d'  eucoir  do  d'  cliùltaice. 

Na  treiblidhiricli  'bu  dion  duit  riamb, 
A  sgap  tbu  cian  's  nacb  till  a  d'fbaicimi, 

No  thogail  d'eiric  do  d'  namb, 

A  reubas  tvi  gu  bus  gun  aiclibheil. 

A  Nèill  bliàin  o  Luinn  cba  sgeula  faoin, 
Do  dbuinealachd  'an  aobbar  ceaitais, 

Thagair  thu  gu  dan'  an  cùis, 

'S  ma  sbeasas  each  ri'n  cvd  mar  dbeacbd  tlin. 

Bitliidli  na  Gàidheil  mar  an  coir, 

Air  toiseach  miadh  na  h-Eorpa  farsuing, 

Is  Albainn  aig  ceann-buird  nan  Riogh'chd 
Ceart  a  h-aois,  a  gniomli,  's  a  li-eaclidraidb. 
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Air  Foxx. — '■'Banks  of  siveet  Amond." 

The  "  Donnacliadli "  here  referred  to  is  Mr  Duncan  White,  president 
of  the  "Comunn  Gàidhealach  Ghlaschu,"  and  treasurer  of  the 
"  Cowal  Society."  Mr  White  was  a  great  friend  of  the  Bard,  and 
on  more  than  one  occasion  gave  very  tangible  proofs  of  his  ap- 
preciation of  the  son  of  song.  It  was  very  much  owing  to  Mr 
■White's  exertions  that  the  handsome  obelisk,  that  marks  the 
Bard's  last  resting  place,  was  raised.  Mr  White  is  amost  enthusi- 
astic Higlilander  and  foremost  in  any  movement  that  he  believ  es 
calculated  to  foster  the  language  and  customs  of  the  Gael.  I  n 
this  he  and  the  Bard  were  congenial  spirits. — R.  B . 
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So  'n  diithaich  is  feiirr  leat, 
So  an  dull  uach  dean  t'  fhàgail  ; 
Gu'm  bi  ciiocli  air  do  lh.ithean, 
An  t5r  na  Gailis  's  an  flièidh. 


Dh'fhàsaich  fògTadli  do  cliriochan, 
Lomair  fòirneart  gu'n  dlon  thu  ; 
A.  mhàtliair  aosda  nam  milidh 
'S  tùirseacli  ìunseadh  an  sgeul. 
A  bhitheas  ùr  do  gach  àl  diubh, 
Anns  gach  diithaich  am  fas  iad ; 
'S  nach  loir  iiine  gu  bràth  iad, 
Gu  tir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fheidh. 

Bheir  na  h-aosmhoir  do'n  oig  e, 

'S  bithidh  e  daonnan  'nan  còmhradh  ; 

Mar  bhuaidh  eucoir  gnn  tròcair, 

A  thug  gach  bron  leis  'na  dheigh. 

Lasair  chaoireach  gun  bhàthadh, 

A  dh'  fhàg  do  dhaoine  gun  fhàvdaich  ; 

'S  gun  aon  a  dh'fhaodadh  do  theàrnadh, 

A  thir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fheidh. 

O  Aird  Laomain  gu  Fine, 
Comhal  seilg  nan  sean  righrean ; 
Tha  gaoir  na  fairge  mu  d'  iochdar, 
'S  cha  'n  'eil  thu  iseal  no  reidh. 
Falluinn  neulach  air  d'  àirdean, 
Os  ceann  do  reidhleanan  fàsail ; 
Coron  òirdhearcas  nàduir, 
Air  tir  na  Gàilio'  's  an  fheidh. 
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Til  a  fraocli  crò-clliearg  's  uaine, 
'Sgaoilt'  mar  chomhclacli  air  cl'  naclidar  ; 
,  Lnsau  locsliltiiut'  is  fuarain, 
A  thug  feartan  bnadliacli  do'ii  Icigh. 
Sonas.  diithaich  nan  Gàidheal, 
A  glileidh  na  laoicli  nd  an  slàinte  ; 
'S  fàsail,  fuiiraidli  an  àite, 
An  tir  na  Grdlig  ',s  an  flieidL. 

'S  lionmhor  3Iàm  agus  stiic  ann, 
'S  lionmhor  Ian  sliruth  gun  smùirnean  ; 
Air  grinneal  m\n-geal  a'  spùtadh, 
An  glacan  cuVihraidh  fo  d'  sgeitli. 
A'  blieinn  mheadhoin  nan  àiridli, 
'S  am  bi  'n  liath-chearc  a'  tàladh  ; 
Tha  thii  sònruicht'  a'  d'  àite, 
An  tir  na  Gàilig  's  an  fheidh. 

Bha  faoghaid  Fhinn  ann  do  fhnthean, 
'S  laoich  na  2kIorbheinn  ga  d'  dhireadh  ; 
Fòithean  cahnachd  ga'n  sineadh, 
Aig  còmhlain  rìgh  a'  cnr  reis. 
Air  fonn  chreachain  is  Làirig, 
Far  an  d'fhiiair  iad  an  àrach  ; 
A  nis  gun  Fhine  gan  àitonch', 
An  tir  na  GàiHg  's  an  fheidli. 

Coii''-an-t-Sith  far  am  b'còlach, 
Am  Forsair  cliùiteach  an  Còmhlach  * 
Mhair  a  chnimhne  'na  òran, 
Le  bnaii  òige  nach  treig. 

*  lain  Mac-Ille'bh;iiu, 
Forsair  Choir-an-t-Sitli  'an  Conihal,  1661. 
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Criinair  seilg  agus  lìàrclaclicl, 
Uasal,  firinneach,  baiglieil ; 
Fear  do  shloinneadh  Chlann-bliana, 
An  tu'  na  Gàilig  's  an  f  heidh. 

Thus'  is  oigbr'  air  a  choir  ud, 
Nach  ceannaicli  uabhar  no  storas, 
Fhuair  thu  dileab  o'n  t-seòrsa, 
Caoimhneas  corr  is  deagh  bheus. 
Gheibh  thu  'n  comhaii  nam  bràithrean, 
Urram  criosduidh  's  gach  àite ; 
Grus  an  sinear  's  an  làr  thu, 
An  tir  na  Gallic;  's  an  fheidh. 


FIOS      THUN     A'      BHAIRD, 

NA  ORAN  BEAX  DHONNACIIAIDII.* 

Air  Fonn. — "When  the  kye  comes  hame." 


[It  may  be  interesting  to  the  readers  of  the  "Orauaiche'"  to  know 
the  occasion  of  this  Song,  the  origin  of  the  chorus  "  Fios  thun  a' 
Bhb.ird,"  and  the  name  "  Oran  Bean  Dhouuachaidh."  It  was  as 
follows — The  Bard  expressed  a  great  desire  to  have  a  piece  of 
home-made  "  Islay  Cloth"  to  make  a  kilt  or  jacket  of  ;  Mr.  R. 
Blair,  now  minister  of  St.  Columba  Church,  Glasgow,  sent  the 
Bard  a  web  of  grey  home-made  cloth,  got  from  his  mother  for 
this  purpose,  with  the  following  address  upon  it,  "  Fios  thun  a' 
BhJiird  Ilich,  o  Bhean  Dhounachaidh."  In  return  for  this  Wm. 
Livingstone  sent  the  following  song,  hence  the  name  and  chorus.] 

The  above  note,  which  appears  with  the  Song  in  the  "  Oranaiche," 
truly  describes  the  occasion  and  origin  of  it, — li.B. 


Tha  'mhaduinn  soilleir  grianacli, 
'S  a'  ghaoth  'n  iar  a'  ruith  gu  reidh, 
Tha'n  linne  sleamhiiinn  siochail, 
O  na  chiùinich  strì  nan  speur. 

*  The  worthy  woman  here  represented  is  Mrs.  Blair,  lately  in  the 
farm  of  Lonbàn,  near  Bowmore,  Islay. 
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Tlia'ii  long  na  li-eideadh  sgiamhach, 
'S  clia  chuii'  sgios  i  dh'  iarraidli  tàmh, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
A'  toirt  an  fliios  so  thun  a'  Bhàivd. 
Tlioir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàii-d, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird. 

So  criinadh  mais'  a  nihios', 

'S  an  teid  do'n  dithreadh*   treudan  lihò, 

Do  ghlinn  nan  lagan  uaigneach, 

Anns  nach  cuir  's  nach  buainear  pòr, 

Leah-ìnnse  buar  nan  geum, 

Cha  robh  mo  roinn  diubli  'n  do  le  cachj 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird. 

Tha  miltcan  sjireidh  air  faiciiean, 
'S  caoii'ich  gheal  air  creaehain  fhraoich, 
'S  na  feidh  air  stùcan  fàsail, 
Far  nach  truaillear  làr  na  gaoith, 
An  siolach  fiadhaich  neartmhor, 
Fliuch  le  dealt  na  h-oiteig  thb'ith, 
3[ar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mi.'e, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird. 

Tha'n  còmhnard  's  coirean  garbhlaieh, 
Còrs'  na  fairg'  's  gach  gràinnseach  rèidh, 
Le  buaidhean  blàthas  na  h-iarmailt, 
IMar  a  dli'  iarramaid  gu  lèir, 

*  Aite  flif-rtil. 

t  Mr.  Blair  resigned  liia  fi  r^i  at  rilartinmas,  1863. 
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Than  t-seamair  fhiadhain  's  iiuòiuein, 
Air  na  lòintean  feòir  fo'm  blàth, 
Mai'  a  fhuair  's  a  cliunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Na  caocliain  fhlor-uisg'  luath, 

A'  tigbin  a  nuas  o  cliul  nam  mam, 

Blio  lochain  glilan  gun  ruadhan, 

Air  na  cruachan  fad'  o'n  tvaigh, 

Far  an  ol  am  fiadh  a  phailteas, 

'S  bòidheach  ealtan  lach  'g  'an  snamh, 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a  Bhàird. 

Tha  bogha-mùr  an  t-s;dle. 

Mar  a  bha  le  reachd  bith-bhuan, 

A'  mòrachd  maise  nàduir, 

'S  a'  cheann-àrd  ri  tuinn  a'  chuain, 

A  riombal  geal  seachd  mile, 

Gainmhean  siobt'  o  bheul  an  lain, 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Na  diiilean*  steidh  na  cruitheachd, 
Blàth's  is  sruithean  's  anail  neul, 
Ag  altrom  lusan  iirail, 
Air  an  luidh  an  driCichd  gu  sèimh, 
'Nuair  a  thuiteas  sgàil  na  h-oidhche. 
Mar  gu'm  b'ann  a'  caoidh  na  bha. 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 
*  Elements. 
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Gecl  a  roinneas  gatliaii  greine, 
Tlus  nan  speur  ri  blàth  nan  Ion, 
'S  ged  a  chithear  spreidh  air  àiridh, 
A's  buailtean  Ian  de  dh-àlach  bhò, 
Tha  Ile  'n  diugli  gun  daoine, 
Chuir  a  chaor'  a  bailtean  fas, 
Mar  a  flmair  's  a  chuiinaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird. 


Ged  'thig  ànrach  aineoil, 
Gus  a'  chala,  's  e  's  a'  cheo, 
Cha'n  fhaic  e  soills'  o  'n  chagailt, 
Air  a'  chladach  so  ni  's  mo, 
Chuir  ganihlas  Ghall  air  fuadach, 
Na  tha   bhuainn  's  nach  till  gu  })ràth. 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bliàird. 

Ged  a  thogar  feachd  na  h-Alb', 
Is  cliùiteach  ainm  air  faich'  an  air, 
Bithidh  bratach  fhraoich  nan  lleach, 
Gun  dol  SÌOS  'ga  dion  Ic  each, 
Sgap  mi-run  iad  thar  fairge, 
'S  gun  ach  ainmh'ean  balbli  'na  'n  ait, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaird. 

Tha  tigliean  seilbh  na  dh'fhàg  sinn, 
Feadli  an  fhuinn  'n  an  càrnan  f  tiai", 
Dh'fhall.h  's  cha  till  na  Gàidheil, 
Stad  an  t-;iitcach,  cur  a's  Ijuain, 
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Tlia  steidh  nan  làrach  tiamliaidh, 
A'  toirt  fianais  air  's  ag  ràdh, 
Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  raise, 
Leig  am  fios  so  tliun  a'  Bhàii-d, 

Cha  chluinnear  luinneag  òighean, 
Sèisd  nan  òran  air  a'  chleitli, 
'S  cha  'n  f haicear  seoid  mar  b'  àbliaist, 
A'  cuir  bàir  air  faiche  reidh, 
Thug  ainneart  fògraidh  iiainn  iad, 
'S  leis  na  coimhich  buaidh  mar  's  àiU, 
Leis  na  fhuair  's  na  chunnaic  mise, 
Biodh  am  fios  so  aig  a'  Bhàrd. 

Cha'n  fhaigh  an  deirceach  fasgadh, 
Na'm  fear  astair  fois  'o  sglos, 
No  soisgeulach  luchd  èisdeachd, 
Bhuadhaich  eucoir,  Gaill  is  cis, 
Tha  'n  nathair  bhreac  'n  a  liibaii 
Air  na  h-iirlair  far  an  d'  fhàs, 
Na  fir  mhòr  a  chunnaic  mise, 
Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhàird. 

Lomadh  ceàrn  na  h-Oa, 

An  Lanndaidh  bhòidheach  's  Roinn  Mhic  Aoidh, 

Tha'n  Learga  ghlacach  ghrianach, 

'S  fuigheal  cianail  air  a  taobh, 

Tha'n  gleann  'na  fhiathair  uaine, 

Aig  luchd  fuath  gun  tuath,  gun  bharr, 

Mar  a  fhuair  's  a  chunnaic  mise, 

Thoir  am  fios  so  thun  a'  Bhaii'd. 
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OR  AN 

BEAN    A    BHAIP.n,    XA   AOIDHEACIID    DIIOXXACIIAIDH. 

Foxx. 
Bheir  mi  hòbhan  hao  il  òljhan, 
Bheir  nii  hòbhan  hòro  i, 
Hao  il  obhan  na  bheir  mi  boro, 
Am  facial  mor  gu'n  deach  e  dbiom. 

'S  fada  bhuam  thu  tliir  an  fhraoich, 
Nan  leitir  ciar  nacli  caochail  cruth, 
Cnapach  Dhruim  chaoinidh  nam  fi-ith, 
An  garbh-shlios  o'n  lionmhor  sruth. 
Bheir,  etc. 

'S  fad  thu  o  linne  nam  beuc, 
Far  an  cluinnear  seitrich  tlionn, 
Cuisle  sruth  cuain  'na  still, 
A'  cothachadh  ri  stri  nan  long. 
Bheir,  ttc. 

An  sgiathan  geal  cannach  ri  gaoth, 
Sint'  air  slatan  caol  nan  seòl, 
Fiodhrach  barra  chaol  nan  crann  àrd, 
Nach  snaidhear  air  àiridh  nam  bo. 
Bheir,  itc. 

'S  ioghnadh  leam  fhein  a  bhi, 
Air  stuadhan  lionmhor  nan  tonn  gorm,* 
Fo'n  athar  's  gun  talamh  ri  m'  bhonn, 
'S  mi  fada  bho  fhonn  nan  tolni. 
Bheir,  &c. 

*  Thogadh  i  'an  Sratheirean  Sicr.amacliJ  I'lieait.     So  a  elicud  imir 
bha  i  ail-  fairge. 
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Chì  mi  He  chrom  gu  tuatli, 
Tir  chluaineacli  nan  tulacli  glas, 
'S  Boirichill  *  mar  Ursann  blàir, 
'Na  sheasamh  roimla  chàch  a  bhos. 
Bheir,  etc. 

Cliithear  an  Riitf  o  d'  clieann, 
Arriun  chas  nam  beann  's  I-bhàrr,  | 
Ceanntire  's  Tairbeart  nan  red,  || 
Giogha  nan  ob  's  a  dhà  earr. 

Bheir.  etc. 

Fàilt  ort  a  Learga  nan  glac, 
Deisthir  fhasgacli  's  t-uchd  ri  grein, 
Do  bhuinn  ri  tuinn  a  mliuir  lain, 
Is  t'  àirde  gu  cruacli  an  fheidli. 
Bheir,  &c. 

Barriu^ara  fiosaiche  nan  sion, 
An  culaidh  riomhach  lusan  's  feoir, 
Breacaichte  mar  fhalluinn  High, 
0  d'  mhullach  gu  h-ir'  a  phoir. 
Bheir,  &c. 

An  Dubhfhaich  thorach  fo  d'  sgeith, 
'Ga  dion  o  'sheideadh  a  chuain  shiar, 
An  doinionn  a  tbig  gun  ghrabadh  tir, 
O  chnrsa  nan  innsean  cian. 

Bheir,  &c. 

*  Boirichill,  a  high  hill  north  of  Port-Ellen. 
+  The  Routs,  county  of  Antrim. 

X  EUein  da  bharr  'am  beul  acar.ail  Cheauuloch  Chill  a   Ciaraiun 
Ceanntir  EaiTaghaidheal. 

II  Rod,  "  a  harbour." — Madcod  and  Detcar. 
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'Nuair  theirinn  cliithra  iia  h-oidhcli', 
Aig  ciil  rudha  Roinn  Mhic  Aoidh, 
'S  mall-cheo  liatli-glieal  an  tràtli  nòin, 
A'  caisleachadh  stor  o  hhraoin, 
Blieir,  &c. 

O  Thorra  's  o  shlios  Chnoc  Doiin, 
Bearradh  seunta  nan  tom-bnadli, 
Bha  ceatliach  tlus  na  h-anail  cliiùin, 
A'  snàgadli  o'n  ciil  a  nuas. 

Bheir,  Arc. 

A'  pasgadh  clmoc  is  lag  'na  lùib, 
Falach  fuinn  na  neul  air  làr. 
Pill  *  cheo'ai-  an  dealt  o'n  speur, 
A'  criathradh  o  Ijheul  a'  lihlàths. 
Bheir,  Arc. 

Air  raon  gliasach  an  Loin-Lhàin,  f 
Fonn  tuineachaidh  a'  Bhlùraicli  filial, 
Fear  caomhail  is  muinte  gnàth, 
Airidh  mar  bha  each  dhiubh  riamh. 
Bheir,  ttc. 

Treubh  ghaisgeach  is  fòghlum  tearc, 
Urramach  an  gleachd  's  an  sith, 
Cinn  f lieadhn'  air  faichibh  nan  slògh, 
'San  gliocas  co  nior  ri'n  gniomh. 
Bheir,  &c. 

*  Pill-cliuir,  "  a  sheet  holding  teeJ-corn  when  sowng. " 

+  A  fariD  near  Bounnore,  Islay,  occuinetl  by  ]\Ir  Duncan  Blair,  who 
not  only  sent  conveyanc«i  the  distance  of  ehven  miles  to  carry  Bean  a' 
Bhaird  to  the  end  of  her  journey,  but  also  entertained  her  with  true 
Highland  hosijitality. 
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Bha  mi  'm  oige  an  tir  nam  beann, 
'S  air  Machaire  nan  Gall  a'm  aois, 
Ach  coimeas  Dlionnachaiclh  's  a  mhnà, 
'S  annamh  a'  measg  cliàich  aon  taobh. 
Bheir,  &c. 

Do  mhacan  fògluimte  suairc, 
Duineil  uasal  's  ni  ni's  feàrr, 
A  gleidheacUi  an  clììtlichais  a  d'  dheigh, 
Is  gnè  na  te  is  dillse  dha. 

Bheir,  &c. 

Beamiachd  le  Ilicli  mo  ruin, 
'S  gus  an  taisg  an  iiir  mi  shios, 
Bithidh  iomradh  aig  bean  a'  Bhàird, 
Air  Mac  Bhlair  mur  faic  's  ma  clii. 
Bhsir.  &c. 


160  ORAN    UR. 


O  R  A  N     U  R  . 
Air  Fonn  : — "  Mor  dÌijIÌii  (t'  Glnoharlaiii." 


The  Chorus  to  the  following  verses  has  been  always  ascribed  to  his 
majesty  James  V.,  the  hundred  and  sixth  King  of  Scots, — See  Small's 
Roman  Antiquities  in  Fife,  page  292  Whether  the  lady  for  whom  he 
very  nearly  lost  his  life  at  Cramond  Bridge,  was  Marion  of  Gaberlan'j, 
as  she  is  designated  by  lowland  antiquaries,  is  not  certain.  The  de- 
scendants of  the  brave  William  Howieson,  who,  by  a  common  flail,  put 
four  stout  swordsmen  to  flight,  and  saved  the  king's  life,  enjoyed  the 
estate  granted  him  by  his  majesty  in  that  neighbourhood  till  within  the 
last  thirty  years.     These  lines  are  descriptive  of  the  combat. 


The  chorus  "Mornigli'n  a  ghiobarlain  "  is,  as  the  Bard  tells  us  in  his 
note,  very  old.  It  got  wedded  to  very  bad  words  as  sometimes 
happens  to  very  beautiful  airs.  Seveial  Highlanders  were  met  in 
the  Bards  house,  among  whom  was  the  present  editor  ;  they  were 
discussing  several  Highland  matters  ;  this  aii'  was  spoken  of  and 
regret  expressed  that  such  a  beautiful  air  should  not  be  joined  to 
words  that  might  be  sung  in  any  company.  The  Bard  said  that 
might  be  easily  done  and  heuce  the  present  song  — R.B. 


Bha'n  rosad  air  an  Luan  ud, 
Mo  Mliòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A  thachair  sinn  an  uaigneas, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a  Ghiobarlain, 
Co  thug  an  cagar  cluai.se, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Do  starbhanaich  na  tuasaid, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a  Ghiobarlain. 
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Fear  Bliaile  na  gaoiihe,  * 
Mo  Mliòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Chuir  goraich  e  air  faondradh,  f 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 
Chaidh  toir  air  nach  do  shaoil  sinn, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'S  cha'n  innis  sinn  an  t-aobhar, 
Mo  Mhnr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Siiil  ga"n  tug  e  uaithe, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Bha  ceathrar  a  cuir  ruaig  air, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'S  bu  bheag  a  b'  fheàirrd  e'n  uaisle, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'Nuair  'ghlac  iad  e  le  luaths-ruith, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiolmrlain. 

Air  drochaid  bheag  an  àth  shruth,  \ 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a  Ghiobarlain, 
Thionndaidh  e  gu  dàna, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'S  b'  olc  an  t-am  's  an  t-àite, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A  chonnsaich  maoir  a  bhàis  air. 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Cha  bu  chluiche  siigraidh, 

Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

A  bhi  gun  clogad,  sgiath,  na  lùireach, 

Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

*  Balingeich,  i.e.  Stirling.         t  Wa-idering. 
X  Cramond  Bridge 
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'An  teas  nan  cleasaii  luitli  ud, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain 
A  chuir  Mac  Sheumais  ga  ùrnuigh, 
Mo  IMlibr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiolmrlain. 

Clia  bu  ghràisg  le  cuaillean, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Ko  fir  dhoirbh  a  bha  ga  bhualadh, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Bha  caoirean  dearg  is  uaine, 
j\Io  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A'  frasadh  pailt  ma'n  cuairt  duiim, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 


A  dhain'eoiu  uaill  is  innleachd, 
]NIo  INIhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Bha  sruth  nan  cuislean  rioghail, 
Mo  Mhùr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
A'  ruith  o  chreuchdan  lionnihor, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 
Ki's  miosa  na  theid  innseadh, 
INIo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Cha  do  ghiorraich  sud  a  làithean, 

]\Io  ]\Ihòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

Thàinig  cuideachadh  nach  tàir  dlia, 

Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghriobarlain, 

A  sabhal  crom  na  pàirce, 

ISIo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghi'iobarlain, 

Fear  dileas,  duineil,  làidir, 

Mo  Mhor  nich'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 
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'S  e  Uilleam  *  mòr  an  t-suisde, 
Mo  Mhòi-  iiigh'n  a'  Gliiobarlain, 
A  shàbhail  ceann  a  Chrùiii  duinn, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigli'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
'N'uair  a  dh'fhàg  e'n  giallau  lùbta, 
Mo  Mliòr  nigli'n  a'  Gbiobarlain, 
'S  droch  cunntas  'nan  sreath  chìdag, 
Mo  Mhnr  nigli'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

Tha  naigheachd  feadh  an  t-saoghail, 
Mo  Mliòi'  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Gàiridh  cuid'  's  tha  aobhar, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
IM'  an  ghriiig  a  chaidh  'n  an  aodainn, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Le  slachdadh  buailtein  caoruinn, 
Mo  Mhòr  ijigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 

Tha'n  gille-sabhail  treubhach, 
Mo  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Le  mùirn  'an  cùirt  Righ  Seumais, 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Aig  cuirm  'an  Tùr  Dhuneudain  ; 
Mo  Mhor  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain, 
Deoch  slàinte  dhaibh  le  cheile, 
'S  do  Mhòr  nigh'n  a'  Ghiobarlain. 

*  William  Howieson. 
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OR  AN    DO    ARTT    MAC    LACHAINN, 

DUIX'    UASAL    EARRA-GHAIDHEALACH. 


This  was  a  Roman  Catholic  gentleman  who  showed  a  good  deal  of  kind- 
ness to  the  Bard,  who  requites  him  by  singing  his  praises  in  the 
following  song.  "  Niall  ban  o  Luinn,"  of  whom  such  honourable 
mention  is  made  in  the  song  at  page  148,  composed  in  honour  of 
the  Celtic  Gathering  in  Glasgow  in  1859,  was  a  nephew  of  Mr 
AI'Lachlan.  The  nephew  is  now  in  business  in  Greenock,  and  Mr 
M'Lachlan's  son  holds  a  high  position  amongst  the  clergy  of  his 
church. — R.B. 


Slàinte  bhuan  do  Artt  Mac  Lachainn, 
Cuimhneachan  do'n  uasal  gliasd'  nd  ; 
Togaibh  cliii  le  fonn  na  seisd, 
'S  cha'n  innisg  hrèìg  acli  sgeula  eeart  e. 

Dh'  fheudainn  labhairt  a'm'  bran, 
Air  uaislcan  's  air  ursannan  còraig  ; 
Air  teallsanaicli  's  air  àrd  luchd-fògliluim  : 
'S  ann  do'n  t-seòrsa  ud  Artt  Mac  Lacliainn. 
Slàinte,  &c. 

An^Cill-a'-Bhrid'  Earra-Gliàidlieil, 
Gheibhear  craobh-sheanachais  na  bha  dhiubli  ; 
Is  ged  a  mhill  sgriob-lom  an  fhàrdach, 
Gun  taing  dhi  dli'fliàgadh  Artt  ]Mac  Lacliainn. 
Slàinte,  ikc. 
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Fhir  òig  a  thig  a  tir  nan  Ard-blieann, 
Air  t'aineoil  's  tu  gun  ni  gun  chàirdean  ; 
Ma  tha  thu  saor  do  mhi-mlieas  tàireil, 
Glieibli  tliu  bàigh  o  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  itc. 

Ma's  dùin'  uasal  thu  da-rireadh 
Macanta,  suairce,  dileas  ; 
A  ghleidh  an  rath'd  àrd  le  firinn  ; 
Lean  thu  direach  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Sh\inte,  (tc. 

Ma's  duin'  thu  le  stitiiadh  nàduir, 
Tha'n  comain  na  tuigs'  a  dh'  fhàs  leat ; 
Is  thu  guidhe  gu'm  faigh  thu  do  Ian  di, 
Ruig  do  bhrùthair  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Shiinte,  ifec. 

Ma's  fear  thu,  le  beusan  stolda, 
A  dh'  f liògair  gruaim  'sa  dh'  fhuathaich  morchuis ; 
'Sa  bhristeas  gun  fhianih  giall  an  fhoirneirt, 
Tha  do  dhòigh  aig  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàinte,  &c. 

'JSTuair  cliaidh  sliochd  nam  Fiann  an  òrdugh, 
A  ghleidheadh  cuimhne  Bard  Bheinn-Dòrain, 
B'e  tiis  is  deireadli  an  comhraidh, 
'S  cliù  d'ar  còmhail  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Sh'iinte,  <fec. 

Mairidh  a  chuimhne  fad  an  deigh  so, 
An  dion-seanachais  nan  linn  a  dh'eireas ; 
'S  gach  fear  a'  feòraich  d'a  cheil' 
An  cual  thu  sgeul  air  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slùinte,  &c. 
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Bithidh  iomradh  àrd  ort.  ]e  deayli  dlmraclid, 
Aig  Gàidheil  'n  uair  bhitli's  tu  d  smiirach  ; 
'S  e'n  gaol  a  thug  thu  riamli  do  d'  dhùthaich, 
A  dlv  fliagas  ùr  dhoihh  Artt  Mac  Lachainn. 
Slàiiite,  ic. 


EOGHAIN  BHUAIL  THU. 


This  song  was  composed  in  answer  to  a  letter  which  the  Bard  received 
from  a  young  friend  in  Islay,  giving  him  a  florid  description  of  a 
little  event  that  happened  near  Bowmore.  Hugh  M'GihTay  an  old 
fuer  in  Bo-svmore  had  a  field  through  which  the  distillery  "lade  " 
passes.  One  day  when  they  were  busy  thrashing  com  at  a  mill 
that  was  turned  by  this  water,  Hugh  cut  a  gap  and  let  the  water 
run  into  another  channel,  as  he  was  annoyed  by  some  damage 
which  was  done  by  it  to  his  field.  The  mill  of  course  stopped  when 
the  water  failed.  The  manager  went  to  see  what  was  wrong.  He 
and  Hugh  had  an  altercation  and  Hugh  gave  him  a  whack  Tv-ith 
his  stick  across  the  head.  This  being  reported  to  the  Fai-d  he 
describes  the  scene  in  the  song. — R.  B. 


Eòghain  lihuail,  Miuail  thu, 
Eoghaiu  bhuail,  bhuail  's  leag  thu, 
Eoghain  bhuail,  bhuail  thu, 
'8  dh'fhàg  thu'm  buann  ac"  air  a  leidiy. 
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Ged  tha  mi  'n  T'lr  uaii  Gall  air  fuadaeh, 
Chiiala  mi  tuasaicl  iia  h-easga, 
Gurrach  chùil  an  clraibh  's  a  gheòta, 
'S  griiid  na  monadh  aii*  a  leasrach. 


lorram  air  an  darach  Ileach, 

'8  faid'  a  dh'innsear  e  na  clieilear, 

Dli'  fhàg  e'n  Gall  's  an  Ion  'na  shineadh, 

Liiidh  e  's  CÙ1  a  chinn  's  an  eabar. 


Chuir  e  deurach  feadh  do  chàirean, 

'S  tolg  nach  càraich  ann  a  d'  leth-clieann, 

Their  iad  a  nis  cluas  ri  làr  riut, 

Dh'fhan  thu  sed  a  b'fheàrr  leat  teicheadli. 


Fliuair  thu  toillteanas  do  slieorsa, 

Bata  m'an  t-sròin  's  brùg  ri  d'  dheireadh, 

An  leaba  bhog  na  Muice-ruaidhe, 

'S  Gàidheal  mar  bu  dual  '^a  d'  i'hreadadh 


'Nuair  a  dh'  eirich  thu  's  da  lùb  ort, 
Ghabh  thu  d'  chid  e  's  triùir  ga  d'  ghreasad, 
Eòghan  is  darach  Ghleann  Phroaig, 
'S  b'  e'm  fear  còrr  dliiubh  'leòn  do  pheircill 


Gha  rol)h  bruach  na  gàradh  criche, 
Cachaladh  na  dig  a  cheap  thu, 
Bha  'n  ath-ghoird  fada  gu  leoir  leat, 
Far  an  d'fhàc:  thu  coir  na  leiso^  ort. 
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T  I  G  H     C  H  A  I  L  E  I  X 


Thachair  an  t-iighdar  air  fear  eòlui.■^,  le  Cailein  Ifac  Laomain, 
air  sràid  a'u  Glaschu  air  feasgar  Samhraidli.  Bha  Cailean  'san 
am  sin  gun  j^hosadh  ach  gl^  dhliith  do  'bhi  'na  fhear-bainnse. 
Thòisich  a  cbaraid  air  iunseadh  le  feala-dba,  gu  'n  robli  Cailein  anis 
a'  dol  an  cuideachd  nam  bodach  Ileach,  ach  gu  'n  cumadli  a  bheau 
òg  Mhuileach,  creideas  an  dh  thaobh  an  uair  a  thigeadh  i.  Chaidh 
an  triùir  a  gabhail  deoch  leana.  Co  liiath  's  a  shuidh  iad  th^inig 
na  ranuan  .so  mar  a  tha  iad  a  nis  an  latbair  an  Leugliadair. 


Thig  a  nunn  Ipaiii  gn  Tigli  Cliailein, 
Theid  mi  'nunn  leat  gu  Tigh  Cliailein, 
Tigh  mòr  nan  oiseanan  d preach, 
Far  am  faigli  na  h-Ilich  Cailein. 

Thuirt  an  Seanachaidli  ri  Dòmhnull, 
Ciiir  do  shàil  air  sròn  nan  Gallaibh, 
Gus  an  tog  sinn  carragh  Gàilig, 
Anns  an  àite  so  do  Cliailein. 

Greas  a  sios  gu  stùc  a  bhearraidh, 
'S  mar  is  diithcliasach  gaLli  sr-alladli, 
Air  cuisle  muir-làin  a  srii'ladh, 
Greannaiclite  le  dii-ghaotli  Earraicli. 

Cearcall  sàile  gànrach,  gleannaoli. 
Air  gach  tràigli  's  ri  àirdean  cladacli, 
Eilean  rioghail  seilbh  Clilann  Dorahnuill, 
A  dh'araich  fad  a  sheors'  is  Cailein. 
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Claim  Laomain  o'n  àirde  stuadhacli, 
Laoicli  a  bhuailadli  tuagh  is  claidheamh, 
Fine  sliean  ceann  cath  nan  Còmhlach, 
Deoch-slàinte  dha  g'a  h-ol  le  Cailein. 

O  'n  tha  sinn  ann  cha'n  am  gu  stad  e, 
Gus  an  tog  sinn  seist  an  E-annaich, 
Stiiiradair  na  birlin  Ileach, 
A  dh'fhalMi  a  tlioirt  na  ribhinn  tliairis. 

Tlia  'm  bàta  gnìomliach  luath  £o  h-aodach, 
A'  dol  'na  deann  troimh  chaoirean  steallach, 
Miann  maraich'  a  siiiil  gheala  sinte, 
'S  bior-snaois  a'  sniomh  ri  ceann  a  saidhe. 

Eibhneas  eileanaicli  a'  gluasad, 
'Nuair  thogas  na  fuaraidh  a  daracli, 
'S  taobh  an  fliasgaidh  leagt'  a  crònan, 
Fo  cliobhrach  a  sròin  a'  gearradh. 

Tonnan  àrd  na  doimhn'  ag  eiridh, 
'S  eolas  a  bh'fheumar  g'  an  tarruinn, 
Deuchainn  misnich  air  an  t-sàile, 
Nach  tuigear  gu  l)i-àth  air  an  talamli. 

Cha  'n  ann  airson  's  gu  d'  thubhairt  am  Bard  e, 
Na  'm  biodh  an  diugh  do  chairdean  agad, 
Mar  a  chunnaic  mis'  iad  ann  am  òige, 
Bu  duilich  do  choir  a  thoirt  tharad. 

Bha  do  fhreumlian  sean  a'n  He, 

Mar  a  dh'innseadh  o  cheann  fada, 

O  Bhreitheamh  's  Fear-bi'ataich  Mhic  Dhòmlinuill, 

A  so-aoil  an  sròl  aifj  Allt-a'-lihannaich. 
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Tlia  na  gillean  mar  an  aliljaist, 
Cruadalacli,  lùidii',  ealanih, 
Deoch-slàinte  as  iir  do  sgiolja  Dliònilniuill, 
A  thug  an  òiglie  slàn  gu  calla. 

Sud  i  nuas  a'  mire  an  tràigliidli, 

A  h-aodach  Ian  's  i  air  a  gabliail, 

A  bliirlinn  Mhuileach  a  toirt  guallainn, 

Do  dhromanan  fuaraidh  na  niara. 

'S  bòidheach  air  an  tota  lihraghad, 
Bratach  ghcial  's  an  àile  crathadli, 
'S  fear  deas  am  Lreacan  an  fhèilcadh, 
Ag  eiridh  a  slieinn  Port  calla. 

St'id  a  suas  a  chomain  clieuclna, 
Sonas  gu  leir  dliuibh  's  mo  blicannachd, 
Na  h-Ilich  's  na  Muilich  comlila, 
A  cuir  criin  a  jiliòsaidli  air  Cailein. 

Tlia  e  nis  's  an  talamh  losal, 
Bitheamaid  dileas  da  mar  airidh, 
Gheibh  sinn  coiseart  làidir,  dhìonach, 
Mar  dh'fheumas  muir  is  tir  o  Chailein. 

Ged  a  tliig  anail  fhuar  na  i  eòt 
A  thollas  gacli  frog  gus  a  bhalla, 
Their  an  t-Ileach  seid  gu  d'  chul  rium, 
Fhuair  mi  brògan  ùr  o  Chailein, 

Bheir  iad  ceum  air  creag  gun  Sgàineadh, 
'S  bheir  iad  mi  troimh  shràid  a'  blaaile, 
Gheibh  iad  urram  cnoc  is  cbmhail, 
'S  is  bòidheach  iad  air  osain  chadaidh. 
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Ged  a  tlieid  an  sealgnir  lis  an  t-slia1)h, 
A  ruith  na  h-eilde  fiadh  is  gearrfhiadh, 
A  siubhal  sgriodaiun  fraoch,  is  sgàirneach, 
Cha  'n  fhàillinich  ol)air  Chailein. 


(JEAN  DO  DHOMHNULL  MAC  DKIAEMAID. 

GILLE    OG    ILEACH. 


lu  order  to  understand  the  references  in  this  song  it  may  be  necessary 
to  state  that  it  was  composed  in  reply  to  a  letter  leceived  from 
Donald  M'Diarmid,  a  young  Islayraan,  who  wrote  asking  for  a 
genealogy  of  his  clan.  The  Bard  was  ill  at  the  time,  but  he  and 
his  wife  set  to  and  traced  the  M'Diarmids  back  from  the  present 
Duke  of  Argyle  to  the  first  King  of  Ireland  away  in  the  dim 
ages  of  the  past.  The  distance  to  which  he  traced  them  may  be 
guessed  at,  by  the  fact,  that  the  line  passed  through  no  fewer  than 
one  hundred  and  nine  Kings  of  Ireland,  before  it  comes  down 
to  the  great  grandfather  of  Diarmad  0'  Duibhne  the  Ossianic 
hero  who  slew  the  boar,  whose  head  forms  so  prominent  a  figure 
in  the  coat  of  arms  of  the  Siol  Diarmaid  !  The  genealogy  was 
attached  to  the  song  when  published  in  the  first  volume  of  the 
Bard's  works  issued  under  his  own  supervision. — R.B. 


A  Dhomhnuill  oig  gu'm  faic  sinn  slàn  tlin, 
Beaniiachd  bhuainn  gu  luath  le  fàilte, 
Gheibh  thu  craobli-sheanacLais  do  shinnsear 
O  sheachduinn  na  dile  mar  dh'fhàs  iad. 
A  Dliònihnuill  òig,  &c. 

Tha  mi  'n  so  a'm'  chre?>lain  chrùbach, 
Uair  ail'  leaba  's  uair  air  iirlar, 
'Nuair  chuala  mi  fear  sgairteil  lùglior, 
A'  teachd  le  cabhaig  dliitli  's  e  gràdhtuinn, 
A  Dhùnihnuili  hh'   Arc. 
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An  aim  an  so  tha  Mac  Dlinn-Leiljhe, 
Cha-n  'eil  latha  tha  mi  'g  eiridli, 
Gun  litir  o  fhear  no  o  the  dha, 
'S  iongantacli  leani  fhèin  na  tha  diubh. 
A  Dhòmhnuill  big,  &c. 

Tha  cuid  diul)h  a  Manainn  's  a  Eirinn, 
Cuid  a  Sasunn  's  a  Duneidinn, 
Le  gearradh  arm  gach  fir  's  a  sheula, 
'S  hithidh  aon  o  Dhuhh-sleihh  dha  màireach. 
A  Dlinmhnuill  òig,  Szc. 

Cha  d'  aitlmich  mi'n  làmh-sgrìobhaidh  ghasda 
Gus  an  d'fhosgail  mi'n  seula  naisgte, 
'Nuair  chunnaic  mi'n  Gàidlieal  a  phaisg  i, 
Thòisioh  na  facail  so  ri  tàthadh  ; 

A  DhòndmuiU  òig,  àc. 

Leiigli  mi  mach  i  gnn  iarraidh, 
'S  bu  mhodhail  snasmhor  a  briathran, 
'Nuair  ràinig  mi  Dòmhnull  Mac  Dhiarmaid, 
Dli'flialbh  m'  iargainn  's  rinn  mi  gaire. 
A  Dhòmhnuill  òig,  &c. 

Thuirt  bean  an  tighc,  's  mairg  a  shoradh, 
Cur  an  t-seanachais  an  òrdugh, 
Thoir  tùs  is  deireadh  an  sgeùil  da, 
'S  iomraiteach  am  pòr  o'n  d'fhàs  e, 

A  DhòmlmuiU  òig,  ttc. 

So  a  dliuine,  tog  do  mhisneach, 
'S  cruaidh  an  cuibhreach  nacli  gabh  bristeadh, 
'S  ciiis  olc  nach  fhacas  ni  's  miosa, 
Cha  deanadas  neo-ghlic  a  chràidh  thu. 
A  Dhòmhnnill  òi"   ttc. 
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Gecl  tlia  tliu  leasganach,  criibach, 
Chunnaic  mis'  thu  clana  luglior, 
Tha  mi  mar  bha  o  thus  duit, 
'S  is  làidir  ar  cùra  nach  fàilnich. 

A  Dhomlinuill  oig,  &c. 

Toisicli  gabh  an  dail  an  Flirangaich, 
'S  mar  leughas  tu  eadar-theangaich, 
Cha  chost  an  duais-sgriobhaidh  plane  dhuit, 
Fòghnaidli  dhomhsa  rann  mar  cliàch  bhuait. 
A  Dhòmhnnill  òig,  kc. 

Gabhaidh  mise  Wynton  fòghluimt', 
Chi  sinn  an  dean  iad  cordadh, 
'S  theid  Mac  Dhiarmaid  a  Uiòrachd, 
Gu  bun  na  craoibh,  's  is  leoir  a  h-àilleachd. 
A  Dhomhnuill  nig,  itc. 

Dh'fhosgail  i  bòsdan  glàiste, 
'S  am  bheil  seòrsachan  an  tasgaidh  ; 
Fhuair  i  it'  a'  gheòidh  ghlais  ann, 
'S  chaidh  i  air  thapadh  mar  b'  àbhaist. 
A  Dhomhnuill  oig,  kc. 

Thug  i'n  t-seirceag  sgaiteach,  liobhaidh, 
A  truaill  bhig  nan  orachd  riomhach, 
A  bha  coig  linntean  aig  a  sinnsear, 
An  gleann  tiorail  fad  o'n  t-sàile. 

A  Dhòmhnnill  òig,  Ac. 

Gheàrr  i  gu  sgeineil  seolta, 
An  it'  o  bàrr  m'a  leth  oirlich, 
Le  sgoltadh  cho  caol  li  ròineig, 
Guibein  glan  bu  bhoidhch'  a  thàirr'neadh. 
A  Dhomhnuill  oig,  itc. 
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Na  cruthanau  maiseach,  neònach, 
E/i  taobli  a  clieil'  an  deagh  ordugli, 
'Nan  sreathan  snasnihor,  direach  doigheil, 
M'  eibhneas  sonruicht'  an  lamli  ud. 

A  Dhùmhnuill  012:,  itc. 


R  A  N  N  A  N 

DO  UAiSLEAX  ccnivyy  xax  gaidiieal  an  glaschu 

AIR    CLUAIDH. 

Mios  Ddreaiinach  an  t-Sainhraid/i.  1SG7. 


Air  Fonn: — "  Lath  a  CliiiiMav'." 


Cluinn  a'  chaisnioachd  so  nail 

O  phiob  thrusaidh  nan  Clann, 

A  dhiiisg  Mac-Talla  nam  beann 

Le  seirni  cliiùil  nacli  bu  ghann  do  'n  t-seòrs'  ud. 

'S  iomadh  creachan  is  raon 

Fo  thrusgan  daraich  is  fraoich 

An  gleanntan  cùbhraidh  a'  bhraoin 

Am  fonn  nan  Gaidiieal  nacli  caochail  comlidach 

As  an  d'  eiricli  sibli  riamh, 

Tir  nam  breacan  's  nan  sgiath, 

Nan  treud,  nam  bradan,  's  nam  fiadh, 

'S  nan  easan  steallacli  gu  dian  a'  leumnaich, 

Le  toirm  bhodhrach  gun  tàmh 

O  ghrunnd  nan  linneachan  Ian 

A'  toirt  rabhaidh  's  gacli  ait'  an  ceumar, 
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Na  tig  am  fagusg,  fan  thall, 

Tlia  treis  is  snànih  aig  an  ceann, 

Cha  dean  misneach  no  lann  do  theàrnadh  ; 

Ma  gheibh  mo  bheanadh  ort  coir 

Tha  crioch  air  d'aont'  a  bhi  beò, 

Ged  a  mhaireas  mise  gun  leon  a'  m'  aitc. 

Clia  chuir  tuiltean  an  t-slèib!i, 

Gaotb  no  teine  nan  speur, 

Teas  no  gaillionn  mo  stèidh  gu  gluasad  ; 

Tha'n  sruth  so  taomadh  o  m'cheann 

'S  cha  toir  an  aois  air  bhi  fann, 

Cha  b'e  brdugh  a  bhi  mall  a  fhuair  e. 

A'  ruith  o  m'  mhuUach  gu  làr 

Geal  mar  shneachda  nan  earn 

A  thig  a'  frasadh  o  chàil  nan  speuran, 

Air  frithean  farsuing  a'  cheo, 

'S  an  cinn  am  falach  's  na  neoil 

An  àird  an  athair  an  glòir  an  èididh. 

'S  iomadh  dathach  an  snuadh, 

Gorm,  gris-fhionn,  is  ruadh 

'S  an  carraigean  glas  do  naoh  d'fhuaradli  cota, 

Le'n  aodainn  chorrach  gun  dion, 

Liath  'an  cogadh  nan  sion, 

Fhuair  an  lolair  's  a  siolacli  coir  annta. 

CV>  nacli  seinneadh  do  chliii  Ì 

Cr»  nach  seasadh  ri  d'  chid  Ì 

Co  thilleadh  's  a  lùgli  'na  ghuaillean  Ì 

A  dhol  gu  lèana  na  stri, 

A  ghleidheadh  t'urram  's  do  chrioch, 

Le  laoich  na  Gàilig,  nam  piob,  's  nam  buaidhean. 
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A  cheann-suidhe  nan  seoid, 

Tha  do  dheoch-slàinte  ga  h-òl, 

Làn  nam  buideal  air  bord  ga'n  taomadh 

Caithream  piob  a'  toirt  ciiiil, 

'S  bratach  rioghail  a'  chruin 

A'  toirt  fuaim  cliathach 

A  riich  na  gaoithe. 

A'  do!  gu  faiche  nan  ciad, 

'S  mar  a  b'  àbhaist  duibh  rianih, 

Fuil  is  èideadh  nam  Fiann  ag  innseadli 

Co  dam  mic  sibh  's  bliur  coir 

Thar  na  dh'fhalbh  's  na  tha  beo, 

Ar  misneaehd,  ar  treùir,  's  ar  dilseachd. 


C  O  ]\I  H  R  A  D  H 

AIR     FASACHADH     NA     G  A  I  D  II  E  A  LT  A  C  H  D. 
Eadar  Ctann-Tiredch  wjm  Reach. 


UILLEAM    CEAXXTIREACII. 

Fhir  thuruis  co  as  duit  I 

Tha  neòil  dhorcha  na  h-oidhche  a'  tuiteam, 

'S  ged  nacli  fios  domh,  ceann  d'uidhe 

Is  urrainn  mi  do  chuireadh, 

Do'n  tigh  ud  shuas.     Tliig  bharr  an  rathaid  : 

'S  cralih  tàmh  an  nochd. 
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Clia-n  'eil  beatlia  choigreacli, 

Pti  h-iarruidh  am  fàrdach  Gàidlieil  ; 

Abhaist  na  sean  aoidheachd, 

Thig  gun  churani 

Mar  a  fchleachd  's  a  cliunnaic  sinne, 

Lnchd  tathaich  a'  dol  's  a'  tighinn, 

O  mhonadh  's  o  chladach. 

Tlia  c?)rr  dliinbh  ann  fathast, 

A  dli'aineoin  eucoir. 

UILLEAM    ILEACII. 

'S  ganii  a  shaoil  mi 

Gu  'm  faighin  aoidheachd  Gaidhsil  'an  so  : 

No  gu  'n  d'  fhàgadh  fear, 

Do  shean  Chalmaich,  Cheann-Tire  moire  ; 

Thàinig  mi  'n  diugh  iomadli  ceum  fada, 

Gu  ruig  an  clachan  so. 

Cha  chuala  mi  gus  a  nis, 

Guth  na  cànain  aosd  a  b'  abhaist 

Na  Gaidheil  a  thional  do  'n  Teampull 

Ud  shios.     A'  tuiteam  'na  mhonasg, 

Le  siontan  druighteach  an  athair  ; 

Làrach  uaigiieach  anns  nach 

Cluinnear  ni  's  mo  guth  Luchd-Aoraidh, 

Tir  nan  Earraghàidh"lach  treun  ! ! 

Mar  gu  'm  b'ann  a'  gul ; 

'S  na  coimhich  iargalt  fhuar, 

Aai  sealbh  talamh  duthchais 

Fineachan  Cheann-Tire. 

UILLEAM    CEANNTIREACII. 

Is  cinnteach,  gu  'n  d'  fhalbh, 
Gach  seirc  bhràthaireil, 
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'S  gu'n  d'  thug  inallaclid  fr.graidh  Ijiiaidli  ; 
A  dli'  fhàg  sinne  co  annamh, 
Faic  a'  chreag  àrd  chorrach  ud  thall, 
Air  deis-tliir  thonnaich, 
Aon  iiair  sealbh  Mhic  Dhònihnuill, 
Am  halla  briste  'na  charn, 
An  sàmhchair  linntean  fada, 
Gun  guth  ceann-feadhna  no  gaisgich, 
Gun  sgal  niiol-choin,  gun  fhoirm  clarsaich, 
Ach  lombair  nàduir  mu  charraig  an  Diiin, 
A  thug  fasgadh  'na  theinn  do  Righ  Realjart, 
Sin  ceart  sanihladh  cor  nan  Gcàidheal, 
'S  an  àite  so  anns  nach  'eil  iad  a  nis. 
O  shannt  chruaidh-chridhich, 
C  ait'  am  bheil  crioch  do  mallachd, 
An  aghaidh  nan  curaidhean  dileas  ! 
Bheir  firinn  fatliast  buaidh  'nan  aobhar. 
Chi  tliu  air  gach  hamli  an  so, 
Na  glinn  's  na  sraithean  a  dh'  àraich 
Armuinn,  le'm  Flaithean 
Air  ceann  gach  treubh  dhiubh  ; 
B'  iomadh  lèana  chath  a  sheas  iad, 
'S  ge  b'e  chitheadh  iad  a'  tighinn 
O'n  Tallachan  lionmhor, 
Far  nach  faighear  tri  dhiubh  noehd, 
'Nuair  a  las  Crois-Tàra  Rìgh  Reabaii-t, 
■  B'  iomadh  broilleach  tiugh  f o  chriosan, 
A'  giùlan  nan  Ceann  Ileach, 
A  chit'  a'  tional  thar  uchdach  is  comlmard, 
A  chnir  an  fhogaraich  Rioghail, 
Fo  dhion  nam  faobhar  cruaidli  ud, 
Aobhar  eagail  do  nàimhdean  Alba, 
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Fir  ghai-lih  fheusagach, 

Ros  larach  iomraiteacli  Earra-  Ghàiclheil, 

A  thàinig  le  reachcl  Kigh  's  an  Ceann-catha, 

Gus  a'  challa  ud  thall, 

An  linne  fharsuinn  sin, 

Le  tonnaia  uaine  ri  slios  na  liearga, 

Còmhdaichte  le  Loingeas  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill, 

Fuaim  ràmliachd  a'  mosgladh 

Nam  maraichean  cruadalach, 

Air  uachdar  gleanntan  na  doimline, 

Siùil  mìn-gheal  sgaoilt' 

Air  slatan  reidh  ruighinn  gun  fhiaradh, 

Ri  croinn  fhada  nan  lùracli 

Nach  diùltadh  guallain  a  chur 

Ri  osunnan  fuaraidh  an  athar, 

Plathadh  air  plilathadh  mar  a  thigeadh, 

B'  iomadh  sgiath  leathann  is  claidheauih 

A  chruinnich  eadar  Dail-ruadliain, 

Is  Carraig  an  Tairbeart, 

An  la  ud  fo  Blirataich  Mhic  Dhòmhnuill, 

Ged  a  chuir  fòirneart  an  sliochd, 

Feadh  chriochan  an  domhain, 

Fianuis  ndiaireannach  nach  dubhar  a  mach, 

Co  fada  's  a  luhaireas  muir  is  tir, 

Gu  'm  bheil  f'lrinn  leagte, 

Is  ceartas  fo  chasan  nan  aingidh. 

y  UILLEAM    ILEACH. 

Tha  do  sgeul  gun  mhearachd, 

'S  ge  b'e  leanas  e  g'  a  cheann, 

Is  gann  a  gheibhar  air  fad  na  talamhainn, 

Samliladli  ghuir  o  'n  Diabhal, 

A  rinn  fàsach  do  Thir  nan  Gàidheal. 
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Fhaic  thu  'n  taistealach* 
Luirgneach  sin  tliall. 

'S  gach  fear  eile  dhiul)h  !  Biadli  na  croichc, 
Alach  nan  Crain  Sasunnach  ! 
Bior  taghairm  dheamhan  is  sliiùrsach  ! 
Gun  srad  do  dhuinealachd, 
Gun  iochd,  gun  ghràs,  iariuad  niheirleach, 
O  gharaidh  muirt  is  braide, 
Spuinneadairean  fearann  nam  Finoaclian  ; 
Luchd  comuinn  chon, 
Is  bruidean    crodhanach  an  fheòìr ; 
Mic  mhallachd  an  t-saoghail  fharsuing  ; 
Gun  dealachadh  o  na  fiadh-bheathaichean, 
Ach  a  blii  air  da  chois, 
A'  ceannairc  an  aghaidh  Dliia  na  firinn, 
A  cbuir  an  Leabhar  na  cuimhne, 
Foirneart  nan  Gàidlieal  treun, 
A  chuireadh  gun  eiric  o'n  t-seann  rioghachd, 
Gus  nach  till  iad  tuilleadh  : 
Lasraicbean  troimb  dbromanan  am  fàrdacb, 
Air  am  fiidadh  le  làmhan  a  tboill 
Dul  iarainn  mu'n  caoil, 
Is  gad  na  croiche  ag  eagacbadh, 
Air  am  feitbean-titbeacb, 
Troimb  nacb  deacbaidh  riamb, 
Greim  do  aran  an  ionracais  : 
Fbaic  tbu'n  crocbaire  sin  sbuas  ! 
Tbeir  a  cbo-cbiontaicb, 
Fear  fearainn  saor  ris, 
Na'm  faigbeadb  e  dbuais  mar  a  cboir, 
Bbiodb  alt-lutbaidb  ambacb 
*  Vagabond. 
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Troimli  uLhal  a  sgornainn, 

Fad  roimb  'n  diugli  : 

'S  daor  a  phàigheas  sliochd  mlieirleacli, 

Sealbh  fearann  Criosduidhean 

Talamli  àrd  na  h-Alba, 

'Nuair  a  tbilleas  srath  ùine 

All  ciontan  air  cinn  nam  fòirgneach. 

Tha  tlioiseach  ami  cheana, 

Chi  tliu  air  gacli  taobh  fad  tir  nan  Gàidheal, 

Tuath  is  deas  'na  lorn  fhàsacli, 

Gun  gliutli  duint;  ri  clduinntinn, 

Balbli  thosd  nam  blàr  uaine, 

Far  an  robli  re  linnfean, 

Laochraidh  steidh  moraclid  Righrean, 

Mu  'n  innsear  le  iomradh  bith-bhuan, 

Tha  na  ciontaich  a  dh'fhogair  iad, 

A'  saltairt  air  steidh  nan  làrach  ud, 

Gun  umhail  ;  — ni  tha  dearl)hadh, 

Brùidealachd  rahi-naomha, 

'S  gu'n  do  threigeadh  iad, 

Gu  tomhas  an  aingidheachd, 

A'  lionadh  's  nach  toir  ùine, 

Dia,  no  duine,  oidhirp  tuilleadh 

Air  an  saoradh,  ach  del 

0  olc  gu  ni  's  miosa, 

Fo  chuing  euceart. 

Is  tàir  o  na  chi  's  na  chluinneas, 

Cor  niuladach  leth  àrd  na  h-Alba. 
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Mar  rju'm  hitheadh  e  air  a  lahhairt 

Leis  a  Bhan-Rif/h  VICTORIA,  oidhch'  a  bha  i  ann  am  hothan  airidh 

le  Prionna'  ALBERT,  agus  da  (jkille  Ghaidhealach, 

Dara  mios  an  Fhofjhah;  1851. 


Inbli  nacli  tiis,  an  sgàile  mealltacli  faoin, 
Mairg  do  neach  a  dli'iarras  tu  mar  àgh, 
Co  roghnaicheadh  tu  ghabhann  rblaist  bhi-eng, 
Air  son  na  chi  mi  'n  so  gach  taobh  a  tlieid. 

Ailleachd  naduir  fosgailt  air  gach  làimh, 

'Sgun  ni  no  neach  a  mhilleas  sonas  sàinih,f 

Tha  'n  oiteag  chiiiin  a'  gluasad  bàrr  lum  lus, 

A  reir  an  gnè  a'  faotainn  càil  o  'tlus, 

Anbhadh  stri  na  doinionn  coisgt'  gun  clil'itli, 

'S  gach  bruaillein  adharach  \  fo  smachd  an  t-sith, 

An  àile  beò  le  sgaothan  sgiathach,  meanbh, 

Do-aithnicht'  mar  tha  'n  àireamh,  's  ionnan  sin  an  ainm. 

*  The  following  adverti.sement  is  from  the  Daiii/  Bidletin  of  25th 
June,  1859  : — Glasgow  Celtic  Society. — Prize  Poems — The  Games 
will  take  place  on  the  '2A  and  3d  August  next,  when  jjrizes  considerably 
over  £100  will  be  awarded.  The  Directors  offer  for  the  best  Two  Gaelic 
Poems — not  exceeding  200  lines — on  any  subject  connected  with  the 
Highlands,  a  Purse  of  Ten  and  Five  Sovereigns.  Competitors  must 
forward  their  productions  to  the  Subscribe!-,  with  sealed  envelope,  in- 
closing Motto,  Name,  and  Address,  on  or  before  1st  July. 

DuKCAN  Campbell,  Secretary. 

Mercantile  Advertiser  Office,  73  Buchanan  Street,  Glasgow. 

t  Stillness,  quietness. — M'Leod  &  Dewar's  Gaelic  Lexicon, 
rl-  M'Leod  &  Dewar's  Orthogi-ajjh  Gaelic  Lexicon. 
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Tlia  'n  lochan  ucl  le  Lliadain  iirar  gheug, 

Gun  deo  gun  tonn  o  dhiimhlaich  stri  nan  speur, 

Sruthan  sèimh  o  Ian  gun  tànih  a'  teachd, 

A'  ruith  air  amar  dheideagan  mar  shneachd, 

Troimh  lùban  lusach  air  an  cluinnear  fliuaim, 

Far  am  faighear  taitneachd  smaoin  nach  ceannaich  luach, 

Tha  mhonmhor  socrach  air  an  f  liaiche  reidh, 

'N  a  thorman  feargach  troimh  na  sgealban  geur, 

Ris  an  cog  e  dian  mar  bliristeas  iad  a  cheann, 

'S  e  leum  le  bàiuidh  tuil  do  'n  ghleann. 

Alltain  luraich,  ma  tha  aon  ag  iarraidh  fois, 

Na  chuireas  iomagain  bhuaireasach  gu  clos, 

Is  tus'  an  urchosg*  's  na  tha'n  so  ma'n  cuairt, 

De  ghlòir  na  cruitheachd  thar  na  bhreathnaich  smuain. 

Tha  nis  an  solus  mòr  a  tasgadh  colbh  an  la, 

Gus  an  till  e  'roinn  as  iir  ruinn  beath'  a  bhlàths. 

Tuar  ruiteach  soireann  air  na  neòil  's  an  iar, 

A'  fasgnadh  tlàth's  an  driichd  ged  dh'fhalbh  a  ghrian, 

A  dh'fhàg  mi'n  so  an  uaigneas  frith  an  fheidh, 

Leab  inns'  a  chvocaich  mhir,  nach  fhuiling  bacadh  srein, 

Aire,  cuthach,  luth,  is  luath's  do  dhion, 

'S  cha  mhùth  thu  trusgan  ged  thig  caochladh  shion  : 

Lusan  uain'  an  fhirich  fhàsail,  ghairbh. 

Do  stràille  stàit  's  gach  ait'  a  mhaiseachd  dhoirbh, 

Tha  do  chòmhnuidh  air  na  raointean  farsuing  fas, 

'S  luidhidh  tu  gu  cuannar  sios  air  còsaibh  lair, 

Do  dheoch  de  chaochain  o  na  carraigeau  f  uar, 

Feadain  mhaireannach  nan  sruth  o  ghrunnd  a'  chuain, 

Ath-ghlante  le  diomhairachd  nach  fliaca  sùil, 

Ma'n  ruig  iad  uachdar  fuinn  o  thuinn  na  dùil,t 

*  Antidote.— M'Leod  &  Dewar's  Gaelic  Lexicon, 
t  Element. 
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Da'n  goirear  fairge,  taLli,  is  cuan,  is  lear, 

XJisgean  mora,  tonnan  athmlior,  sail,  is  muir, 

O'lii  bheil  fuarainn  bhorbhanacli  nan  cas  shlios  gorm, 

Fo  gliiubhsacli  sliean  a'  comlidack  stuadh  is  tholni, 

Crannaibh  eagsambail  gach  doir  an  treòir  am  fàis, 

Ath-bheothaichte  le  brutliain  chiiiin  na  ciurach  blilatli, 

Cail  on  stoc  troirnh'  laoghainf  lag  nan  geug, 

Ag  altrum  an  duillich  sgaoilt  ri  feartan  grein, 

C  lisridh  chiiiil  nan  iteag  breac  is  maiseach  sniiadli, 

'.S  an  guib  an  aird  li  speur  a'  seinn  gu'n  d'eug  am  fuachd. 


Cliaradli  nan  teangag  sruitcach  geuv, 

Coimeas  doibh  cha  robh  's  cha  bhi,  an  innleachd  theud. 

Oirfeid  ci-uiteirean   na   frith    feadli    barracli    ciibhraidh 

clirann, 
A  cuir  sgàil  air  bruachan  griunealach  nan  gleann, 
Troimli'n  taom  na  cuislean  fionnar  sin  o  al  gu  h-àl 
Le  sior-ruith  bhuan  gun  feum  air  tàmh, 
Tha  gach  làirig,  miodar,  coire,  Ion,  is  raon, 
Màgh,  leitir,  cruach  is  gleannan  caol, 
'N  an  earradh  òirdheirc  iomadach  an  dreach, 
Nach  bin  tuig  teallsanachd  gu  bràth.       'S  nach  àireamh 

neach. 


Mar  dh'cireas  iad  o'n  dùslainn  bheo, 

Air  uachdar  shrath  is  shliabh,  do  chunntas. 

Mar  tha  mais  osceann  na  chunnacas  riamh, 

Do  riomhadh  Kichairtean,  na  coroin  oir, 

Na  faileis  ris  an  abair  crcach  a   hhàis  an  coir. 

t  Pith  of  wood. 
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Na  stiican  ailbhinn  sin  m'an  iadli  an  duilihre  tiugli, 
Eideadh  "  tàirneinich"  n'an  cainnt  an  spioraid  "guth," 
Nam  beithir  dearg  a  shrachdas  speur  le  toirm, 
Osnaicli  neòil  an  uisg'  air  rothan  luath  na  stoirm, 
Gròmhan  fearg  na  h-iarniailt,  mùcht'  le  broil uin  teas, 
Gnè  nan  spùtan  teinnteach,  dealracli,  clis, 
A'  leum  feadli  meallan  gulmach.  Uamhasach  do'n  t-sliuil, 
Acli  iochdarainn  do  d'  smachd  s'  a  dh'òrduicli  reaclid  nan 

dùl. 
Tha'n  còmhnard  stràcht'  le  bàrr  de  chaocbladh  seòrs', 
Buil  dichil  saotliair  fear  deasacliaidli  nam  pòr, 
Stadh  na  beatha  beannachd  fas  an  fhninn, 
Stòr  gun    chrìoch  !       Is  bladh   gacli    maoin    a    thngadli 

dhuinn, 

Tha  na  miodair  fheurach  Ian  de  threudan  bnair, 
'S  a  meanbli-clirodh  meigeadach  le'n  ail  air  làr  nan  cluainn. 
Graigh*  ndiuingeach  miann  nan  Rigli  air  innscan  spreidh, 
Steudan  niearganta  nan  sliabli  gun  fhatliast  srian  'n  am 

beul, 
Siolach    aintlieasacli    na    Maix,    a  dhion  thu   thir  nam 

buadh, 
An  iomadh  àrach  leòn  is  urram  dliomlis'  a  luaidh. 

Cli\  mi  thu'n  sgàthan  mòr  nam  ficliead  linn, 

A  sheas  thu  t-aonar  cuis  is  ioghnadh  leinn, 

Stòlda,  gailbheach,  sonruichte  seach  each, 

'S  bheir  do  chriochan  toirmisgt'  fianuis  duit  mar  bha. 

'S  na  sloigh  le  d'  chlaidheamh  dion  a  thuit, 

A  ghleidh  dhuinne  gus  a  so  na  thugadh  dhuit, 

'S  mis'  an  naoidltwnli  deiuj  thai-  cia(I,j  de  t-fhior  fhuil  fein, 

*  Sometimes  greigh. 
t  Na  ceud. 
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A  stiùir  do  cliolbh  's  clia'n  fliuaini  gun  seadli  an  sgeul, 

Ach  cliii  a  tha  co  fad  's  a  dheàrrsas  grian, 

Gur  e  do  chrùn  is  fliaid'  a  njhair  a  cliualas  rianih, 

Tha  mi'n  so  a'd  uchd  a  nihàthair  aosd  an  sith, 

Air  doigh  nach  robh  is  dli'fhaoidt'  a  rùdli  nach  bi, 

Aon  rigli  na  ban-rigli  air  a  cliruiiine  bhos, 

O'     threig     ni'    ath'raichan    do    dhithrealjh     ard.       Mar 

db'fhàgadh  fios. 
Tha  mi'n  so  gun  feuni  air  d'lon,  na  odhail  arm, 
Gun  champar  comhairlioli,  na  gillean  gairm, 
A'  nieasg  mo  dhilsean  sona,  saor  gun  sgàth, 
A'm  broilleach  stèidh  mo  Mhorachd, 

E'lOf'hachd  an  talamh  àrd. 


R  A  ^'  X     C  R  U  1  X  X  E  A  C  H  A  D  H      C  O  M  U  N  N 
N  A  :\I     F  I  A  X  N  , 

Ann  an  Ghlascuu  :  air  a  chcud  latha  doiiBhliadhna,  1858. 


Sonas  is  meas,  mar  a  dh'ian-ainn, 
Do  Chomunn  anmadail  nam  Fianntan, 
O'n  tir  thuathach,  chluaineach,  bheannach  : 
Garbh  chrlochan  nan  creachan  corrach, 
Aisi'idh  chas  nan  diau  shruth  steallach  : 
Coill  spionndach  nan  alld  easach,  linneach. 
'S  iongantach,  eag-samhuil,  àluinn  : 
T-aodann  stùcacli,  ghlinn  is  Làirig, 
'S  an  cuan  uiu  d'  chladach  a'  gàirich, 
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Cluinnear  nuallan,  stuadhan  sàile, 

Le  toirm  gun  chricli,  ri  d'  thir  a'  bàrcadh  ; 

A  mhàthair  laoch,  is  uaigh  gach  nàmhaid, 

A  dh'fheuch  ri  d'shaors'  a  chur  an  cunnart, 

!Le  gairge,  le  mi-run,  no  le  ainneai't : 

A  bhan-righ'n  nan  rioghachd,  is  àird  uirain  ; 

A  sheinn  na  bàird  le  buaidh  chaitln-eain  : 

'S  a  tha  nis  do  mliic  rathail,  laochail, 

A'  dion,  mar  urram  nach  caochail, 

Cànain  is  culaidh  Fhiann  's  an  cuimhne 

'S  mar  a's  sine,  's  ann  a's  deimhne 

A  fhreumhaicheas  an  aigne  Ghàidheal, 

Na  ni,  's  na  theirear,  aig  gach  comhail, 

'S  an  cruinnich  àrmuinn  do  gach  fine, 

An  caidreamh  bràthrail,  seadli  an  coinneiuih. 

Thig  Alpeinich  shean,  freunih  ar  righrean. 
Is  Stiiibhartaich  fhlathail,  de  'm  fior-fhuil, 
Dòmhnullaich  ain-theasach,  sàr-fhir 
O  eileanean  cuain  's  o  mhor-thir, 
Clann  Lachainn  threun,  uasal,  rioghail, 
Thaisgeach,  mhùirneacli,  toghlum  Ghàidheal. 

Duibhnich,  ghaisgeil,  stolda,  cliinntear, 
'S  Frisealaich  na  h-innsginn  theinntich  : 
Camshronaich  chruaidh  nan  euchd  minic, 
A  choisinn  cliii  bhuan  nach  teirig. 
Clann  Ghriogair  chatharra  nan  comhrag, 
'S  miorbhuil  teasruiginn,  na 's  beo  dhibh  : 
Uaill  gach  fine,  cliù  bhur  cruadail, 
Dhubhlanaich  sibh  sgrios  's  bha  buaidh  leibh. 
Clann  Laomainn  ainmeil,  le  'n  reachd  sonruicht' 
"  Na  brist  gealladh,  's  na  guidh  nàmhaid." 
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Leathanaicli  uaibhreach,  dian,  smachdail ; 
Dhearbh  sibh  riamli  bhur  gaisge  riochdail. 
Clann  an  Aba,  cogach,  staiteil, 
Fir  nihor,  dheaclidair,  modhail,  ùiseil : 
O  linn  nam  Fiann  an  teug-blioil  lannan, 
'S  gann  a  thàinig  bhur  co-ionnan. 
Clann  Neachdainn,  o  Leitir  Cholg-Fhinn, 
Clia-n  'eil  fine  a's  sine  an  Albainn, 
Deanachadh  laocliail,  's  beagan  bruidhne, 
Buaidhean  urramach  bhur  cuinihno. 

Clann  Donnacliaidh  àrmuinn  nan  lann  riiisgte, 

'S  ioghnadh  bhur  seanachas  do  na  dh'  eisd  e ; 

Bhur  meirghe  gun  choimeas  fhathast ; 

Cha  'n  fliacas  riamh  's  cha  tig  a  rithist 

Am  bratach,  treubh,  no  fine  eile : 

Calaman,  is  beithir  nimhe, 

Riochd  sgrios,  's  teachdaire  nèamhaidh, 

Urras  gaoil,  is  dioglialtas  gabhaidh, 

Clann  Choinnich  ailleal,  toirteil,  treubhach, 

Lasgarra,  fial,  cùirteil,  treòrach, 

Neartmhor  mar  blia  'n  càil  's  an  inntinn, 

Teisteas  a  bha  sibh  riamh  a'  toilltinn. 

Clann  lonmhuinn  iochdmhor,  buadhach,  dileas, 

Thug  feartan  duibh  tuigs'  àrd  mar  dhuthchas, 

Suinn  chalma,  reachdmhor  o  fhreumh  Ghriogaii 

lonmhuinn,  gach  am  a'  freagairt : 

Sibh  ainm  na  seirc,  uaill  ar  bràithrean, 

'S  gach  ait'  am  bheil  sibh  £o  na  speuran. 

Aon  fhocal  do  dli'  uaislean  a'  Clionniinn, 
'S  a  cheolraidh  a'  briodal  a  leannain, 
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Clia  mliearaclid  dhuiljli ;  no  sgeul  gun  siveadh 

Ged  tha  roinn  a'  Bliàird  gu  deireadh. 

Eisdibh  :  seirm  pongan  dlios, 

'S  tartaraicli  aon  clieumach  chas, 

Farum  triall,  Siol  Chuinn  a'  teachd: 

Sgeul  a  dli'  innseas  mic  bhur  mac : 

Cuimlin'  'ur  còmhail,  's  teachd  Clilann  Dùgliail, 

Gu  cuirm  glireadhnach,  coisridh  Gliàidheal. 

Toirm  Pìob-mhòr,  a'  reubadh  athair, 

Reang  laoch,  a'  freagairt  le  co-fhoghar, 

Lannan  tairngt'  an  làimh  gach  curaidh ; 

Sliochd  crodha  nan  sonn  airidh, 

O'n  d'fhuair  sinn  cànain  gun  choinieas, 

'S  a  clilià  a's  àird'  a  bha  na  bhitheas  ; 

'S  ar  n'  earradh  buadhach  ;  oillt  ar  nàimhdean  : 

Fo'n  aithnicli  gach  sluagh  Gàidheil  Albainn, 

Air  feadh  nacli  rioghachd,  air  fad  na  cruinue  : 

'S  a  leanas  ruinn  mur  fannaich  sinne. 


SUISDE    CHONAIN, 


Latlia  bha  seanachaidh  nan  cnoc, 
A'  siubhal  àirdean,  is  ghlac, 
Garbhlach,  bheanntan  is  shlochd, 
Gun  chuimhn'  air  math  no  air  loclid, 
Cha  d'  fhàg  e  caibeal,  earn,  no  carragh, 
Eadar  Dun-suinn  's  an  Roinn  Ghallach, 
Air  leitir,  air  lèana,  no  air  staca, 
Nach  do  sgriob  e  leis  'n  a  phoca ; 
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B'  e  Slid  cual  nam  nilltemi  seòrsa, 

Bh'  air  dronnaig  a'  clirùbaich  neonaich, 

'S  e  seinn  piobaireachd  Mliic  Mliath, 

Glieibh  mi  na  clii,  "Thoiv  dhomh,  thoir  dhomli 

O  bheinn  gu  màgh,  'so  shrath  gu  h-aonaeli, 

Air  feadh  chàrn,  is  uamhan  frogacli, 

An  doimhneaclid  ghleann  is  cladacli  cuain 

Ag  iarraidli  àirneis  nam  Fiann, 

Bu  clioingeis  leis  greimiche,  no  ladar, 

Criadhar,  bughal,  mias,  no  meadar, 

Clobha,  bior-teallaich,  no  slabliraidli, 

Eallag,  crùisgein,  no  crann  aimlireidli, 

Geannaire,  fàiricbe,  no  crogan, 

Suisde,  rallsn,  no  corr-shùgan, 

Cliabh-spidrich,  coran,  no  sgian-1)harrain, 

Cas-chrom,  càrn-slaodaidh,  no  curran, 

Bior  glantachain,  caibe,  no  greallag, 

No  fiodhrach  crainn  o  bhonn  gu  corrag, 

Pleadhag,  màtag,  no  cnotag, 

Lair-chaibe,  torra-sgian,  no  caiteag, 

Na'n  saoilte  gu'm  fac  iad  Fionn, 

Bhiodb  sud  aig  croman  nan  rann. 

Coma,  latba  do  na  làitbean, 

A  shuidli  e  toirt  fois  d'a  lùighean, 

Chunnaic  e  tliall  air  bearradh, 

An  cùmbradh  a  bha  e  riamh  a'  sireadli, 

Ars'  easan  ris  fliein  : 

Gach  fear  is  fheàrr  an  cinnseal  gnothuicl:, 

Is  mac  na  socharaicb  g'a  mhithich, 

Bithidli  feai*  diùid  gun  ni  gun  fhonn, 

Lamb  m'a  dml  cinn  na  th'ann, 

Bithidb  so  learn  dbachaidh  air  mo  dhruira. 
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Latha  mo  ratli  "  bun  na  ciiise," 

Storas  nach  d-flmair  duiii'  san  àl  so  ; 

Luchairt  Mhic  Cumliail  's  na  li-innte, 

"  Mis'  's  mi  fhein"  's  gun  tuille  cainnte, 

Spiod  e'n  graid'  amach  air  sgroig, 

A  poca  bann  an  fheilidh  bliig, 

Beann  bioracli  buadhacli  Mhic  Alpein, 

Paruig  nan  cliar  cliamliain  Oisein, 

Thoisich  e  gu  làmliar  sunntach, 

Ealamh,  gleusda,  siiileach,  cinnteacli, 

A'  gabhail  cunntais  's  an  àireamh, 

Gun  sùil  ri  cocaid  no  ri  tòrachd, 

Gus  an  cual  e  starum  cbas, 

A'  tighin  gu  suigeartacli  clis, 

"  Failte  fear  fuath  am  meadhon  feisde," 

Conan  a'  coinealachadh  a  shiiisde, 

'S  e  tròg-blioil  a  suas  am  bruthach, 

Gu  'n  deanadh  esan  grabadh  gnothuicli  ; 

'S  b'ionnan  a  thachair  mar  a  tliubhairt, 

Gun  fhuireach  ri  gabhail  no  ri  tabhairt, 

Thilgeadh  a'  mhàilidh  ri  talamh, 

Sgeul  nan  creach,  mairg  na  coinneimh, 

'S  a  mach  bha  'n  crùbach  leis  an  leathad, 

Gun  amharc  air  cas-cheum  no  frith-rathad, 

Thug  e  troimh  gach  lod  is  easga, 

Feur-lochan,  leoig,  is  beul  uisge, 

Gus  an  d'fhuair  e'n  cuil  nan  cèirseach,* 

An  taobh  shuas  do  dh'  Arti  an  ceann  na  griosaich. 
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MOCHEIRIGH     FHINN, 


Tha  còig  ceud  deug  is  deicli  's  tii  ficlieiul, 

'S  da  bhliadhn'  eil'  air  dol  seachad, 

O'n  a  cbaidil  Fioun  'iia  airm  choiseart, 

'Na  leaba  sheilg  air  bruachan  Dhochairt.  * 

An  la  roirnhe  'n  uair  dhùisg  e  gu  moch 

Dh'  eii-ich  e  's  dh'  amliairc  e  mach  ; 

GLlaoidli  e  air  Oisein  is  air  Goll ; 

Cha  d'fbreagair  aoii,  bha'n  Flieinn  air  cliull  ; 

Ghrad  tliug  e  as  ris  a'  blieinn, 

Ag  iarraidb  Aonglias  Cbill-Fhiiin  ; 

Cha  do  dbiricb  e  fad  an  t-ucbd, 

'Nuair  cbunnaic  e  'lamb  dbeas  a'  teacbd, 

Is  eallacb  a  dbrom'  air  a  mbuin, 

De  gacb  iogbnadb  bba  o  sbean, 

Sgiatb  Cburaicb  's  clogad  Mbànuis, 

Cuigeal  is  Fearsaid  Eambair-Aluiun, 

Sleagb  Dbiarmaid  's  Crios-muineal  Bbran, 

Crann-ai-m  Fbinn  is  Mac-an-Luinn, 

Dearbb  fhreumban  fior  Cbraobb  Loduinn, 

Breacan  Oscair  's  bogba  Tbrèin-mboir, 

'S  bratacb  seacbd  catban  na  Feinne, 

'S  mar  sin  sios  ma  's  fior  am  Filidb, 

A  cbuireadb  'na  rann  moran  tuille, 

Mur  bitbeadb  Mac  an  Aba, 

Mur  b'àbbaist  akbbairt  gu  modbail,  duineil,  stàiteab 

Le  cead  bbur  Moracbd,  a  Mbic  Cumhail, 

Ciod  a  b'àill  leibb  's  mocb  'ur  siubhal, 

*  Amhainn  Dliochau-t  lamh  ri  Cill  Fhinn  'am  Brni'1-Alba. 


COMHRADH.  193 

Stacl  a  laochain  arsa  Fionii, 

Gus  an  roinn  mi  oirbh  na  tli'ann. 

So  dhuitse  mo  chrios  is  ]Mac-an-Luinn  * 

Mo  chrann-arm  's  Crios-muineil  Bhran, 

Sleagh  Mhic  o  Duibhu'  do  Chailein  Glirianaig, 

Sgiatli  Churaich  do  dh'  Artfc  dileas,  fialaidh, 

Breacan  Oscair  's  biodag  Fhaolain, 

Do  Dhòmliiiiill  nan  corn  an  ceann-feadhna, 

Sin  duibh  mo  dhileab,  beannaclid  buan  leibli, 

'S  ghrad  sparr  e'  n  CuuN  air  Creag  Uaine. 


COMHRADH    MAR    GUM    BIODII    E    EADAR 

BAINTIGHEARNA     ELLERSLIE 

AGUS 

TOMAS    LEARMONT. 

jVuair  a  theich  Uilleam  Uallacb  an  deigh  dJia  Seilbie 
a  mharbhadh. 


BAINTIGHEARNA. 

O  àmhgliair  c'  ait  an  stad 
Do  bliuillean  goirt, 
Na'n  tig  criocli  air  àr  nan  deur, 
No  c'  iiin  a  thogas  t-uallacli 
Dhinn  is  diobradh  lèir. 
0  thus'  a  Rigt  na  gloir, 
O'n  d'fhuair  sinn  bith, 
Glèidh  na  dh'fhuirich  beo, 

*  Ainm  Claidheamli  Fliiim. 
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Nach  leòir  na  thuit, 

Mar  iobairt  cliasgraidh 

Do  namhaid  borbnacli  sguir 

A  tliorachd  mo  mhic  ghaoil, 

Air  faondradh  feadli  choillteau  fas, 

'S  am  frògau  uaigneach  blieann  ; 

'S  a  tlieachd  an  tir, 

Do  fliaobh  nam  brùidean  alld, 

No  luibhean  searbli  na  frith, 

'S  nach  eòil  domh  'm  bheil  e  tinn, 

No  slàn,  no  theagamh  marbh  le  dith  ; 

'S  nach  chiinn  mi  tuille, 

C  ait  an  tuit  e  'n  làmh  an  eig, 

'S  na  nàimhdean  fuileach, 

Air  a  thoir  a  dh'fheudas  teachd  'na  dhàil, 

'Nuair  dh'fhàilnicheas  a  threoir, 

'S  e  fann  's  nach  aobhar  eagail, 

Do  na  daoi  a  lamb  no  lann  ; 

Nach  do  thuit  mo  choimpir  uasal  treun, 

Athair  reubt'  le  iomadh  lot, 

Fo  shleaghan  bàsmhor  Ghall  ; 

'S  ar  mac  gun  deo  ri  thaobh, 

An  cath  mo  chreach, 

A  thug  iad  uam  araon. 


0  Uile-chumhachd  d'  an  leir  gacli  ni, 
Thug  t-ainm  glòirmhor  do  gach  àl, 
Mar  Athair  gaoil  is  sith, 
Dean  furtachd  air  mo  chàs, 
A  Righ  nan  Rlgh. 
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Carson  a  tlia  thu  caoidli, 

'S  nach  'eil  an  so  acli  seal, 

Mar  blioin'  an  doimhn'  a'  chuain, 

Tha  ùin'  an  duin'  a  bhos, 

An  coimeas  ris  a'  bhifcli  gun  chrioch, 

A  bheir  caochladh  beatha  dhuinn, 

An  Riogh'chd  na  l)ith-bhuantachd, 

Far  am  faigh  sinn  gràs  gu  gràs, 

Is  glòir  gu  gloir, 

Gu  siorruidh  a'  fas  's  a'  fas, 

M's  mo  's  ni's  mo, 

An  eòlas,  gaoil,  is  sith, 

An  Ti  d'am  buin  gach  cliu, 

A  ta  'gar  smachdachadh  an  diugli. 

Mar  cliinneacli  ciontacli, 

Nach  do  lean  a  ghuth, 

Ged  sliaor  e  sinn  co  trie, 

O'r  nàimhdean  làidir  fiat, 

A  bha  fad  air  tith  ar  sgrios, 

Nach  d'fhuair  an  toil  mar  dh'iarr  ; 

Is  bheir  e  rithist  air  a  h-ais 

An  t-saors'  a  thugadh  bhuainn  : 

Bi  cinnteacli  thig  an  la, 

'S  am  faigh  sinn  fois  mar  fhuair. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  a'  caoidh  1 

'S  do  bhron  co  trom, 

An  e  do  mhac  bhi  mach, 

Fo  mheachain  choill  is  bheann  ; 

Gun  fhurtachd  ach  a  shaors', 

A  chridhe  treun,  's  a  lann  1 
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Carson  a  tlia  thu  a'  caoidh  Ì 

Ged  tha  e  nis  an  càs, 

Is  rolla  Freasdail  dùint'  j 

Bi  cinnteach  thig  an  la, 

'S  am  faicear  àgh  nam  fear, 

A  triall  le  greadhnacbas  nan  Clann, 

Gu  h-iomairt  clirnaidh  nan  lann  ; 

Bi  cinnteacli  tliig  an  la, 

'S  an  cluinnear  anns  gach  tlr, 

Is  mairidh  gu  la  bhràth, 

Air  feadh  gach  linn  'ga  luaidh, 

A  gliibht  a  fliuair  do  mhac, 

Nach  ceannaich  or  no  luach, 

A  cLuir  gu  cinneach  claoidht', 

Po  àmlighar  sgiìirs  gun  iochd, 

Nam  borb  bha  riamh  ri  Iochd, 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidh, 

Tha  'n  latha  tarruing  dlùth, 

'S  an  tionndaidh  smachd  a'  bhàis, 

Air  cinn  nam  fòirneavtach  gun^bhàigh. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidh  Ì 
Bi  cinnteach  thig  an  la, 
'S  am  faicear  Albainn  saor, 
A  dh'aineoin  fuath  is  treis', 
Na  chuir  i  'n  àmhghar  geur, 
'S  a  tha  fhathast  toii-t  fuath, 
Do  mhac  rath  nam  buadh. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidh  Ì 
O  's  gai-bh  a  dhiogh'lar  fath 
Do  bhroin  a  bhean  ; 
Bi  cinnteacli  thig  an  la. 
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'S  an  sgoilt  an  stailinn  glas, 

Goillean  nam  mùgach  allt, 

'S  an  gialan  a'  spreadarlli  air  feur, 

Le  deannal  nan  crnaidh  lann  beuiT. 

Carson  a  tha  thu  caoidli  Ì 

Faic  driUsein  dearg  air  bàrr  gach  sleibli, 

'S  Crois-Tàra  ruitli, 

A'  tional  nam  fear  niòr, 

Connspuinn  euchdach  nan  càs  dearg, 

Neart  mar  leoghanaibh  frith, 

Fo  bhrataichean  iomadh  dathacli  gii  bnaidli, 

A  thoirt  air  ais  duinn, 

Na  tha  bhuainn,  sonas  is  sith. 


FAILTE    MHAIRI    NIC    NEACHTAIN, 

BEAX  UASAL  ANN  AN  GLASCUU. 


Sgenl  a  dh'  fhàgas  mi  do  chàch, 
Cuimhneachan  na  tha  's  mar  fhuair, 
Mu  'n  te  mhaiseach  is  fheàrr  gnè, 
Mathair  mhac  is  ceil'  an  fhir  mhòii', 
M'an  cnalas  'na  ait, 
Ri  gnaillinn  an  t-seann  laoich. 
Air  fireach  nam  bind.* 

*  Faic  cuimlineach;m  Bhraid-Alba. 
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Is  ioghnadh  orcu^'h  gacli  ni, 

An  obair  an  Ti  tlmg  o  slsean, 

Mar  choimpirc  do'n  cluine  'na  flicum, 

Roinn  cleth  fein  da'n  goirear  bean  ; 

Saoileam  nacli  fiaradli  o'n  cliòir, 

Ged  a  shònnuch  mise  'nam  measg, 

Aon  le  svibhailcean  àrd, 

Nacli  urrainn  mi  'n  truths'  a  mheas. 

Beannaclid  dim  it  annsachd  na  seirc, 

Stòlda,  daonnachdail,  ciiiin, 

'S  trie  tliu  furtaclid  na  li-airc, 

Le  gean  is  le  toil  t-£hear  n'lin  ; 

'S  barrant  air  sonas  gun  chriocli, 

Macantaclid,  dilseachd,  is  truas, 

Is  tuigse  thar  mòran  beò, 

A  fhuair  thu  mar  thiodhlachd  gu  feum 

Nan  ainnis  fo  leon. 

Leanaidh  sud  rint  fad  do  re, 

Guidhe  nam  feumach  's  deadli-glioan  cliàich, 

'S  tha  'n  gealladli  gu  'n  ruig  e  do  shliocLd, 

'S  nacli  dichuimhnich  cùra  nam  bochd, 

Luclid  teanac-hdais  nan  dibleach  fann, 

A  bhios  na  Dhia  's  na  sgiatli, 

Dlioibh  sud  's  d'  an  clann. 

Beannachd  is  fàilte  na  dlieigh, 
Gu  ceil'  an  flnr  chalma  dheis, 
Is  dùtlichas  duibh  araon  d'a  Dhun, 
Olla  na  mùirn  is  Da  Ramii, 
'S  bithidli  mise  's  an  Tdr, 
Dha'm  buin  mi  fhein. 
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RANN   DO    EOGHAN   MAC    CUIRRICH, 

Fear  teajaisg  Gailij  ann  am  Baile  Ath-CUath . 


A  dhuin'  uasail  fliòghluimt',  mhùirnicli, 
Ged  bha  mo  clieolradh  's  an  smùraich, 
Còrr  is  fichead  bliadhna,  dliuisg  i, 
'Nuair  clmal  i  ainm  an  fhir  chliiiitich, 
Eòglian  gu  buaidh. 

Eirinn  uaine  tog  do  clieann, 
'S  na  bi  ni  's  mo  fo  ghlasaibh  teann, 
Do  chainnt  oirdheirc  oil  do  d'  chlainn, 
A  thogas  cliù  le  glòir  neo-fhann 

Air  Eòglian  gu  buaidh. 

Cànain  aosda  chlanna  Milidh, 
A  bli'anns  an  t-saoghal  riamh  's  nach  dibir 
Cba  chuir  gàmhlas  nàmhaid  sioa  i, 
'S  i  nis  an  lamb  an  a  fear  dklein, 
Eogliain  gu  buaidh. 

Cànain  àigh  nam  buadhan  oirdheirc, 
A  b'  fharsuing  cliii  air  feadh  na  h-Eòrpa, 
Bithidh  i  fhathast  mar  a  thoisich, 
Os  ceann  gach  cainnt  na  h-iuchair  eòlais, 
Aig  Eòghau  gu  buaidh. 
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Tha  tir  nam  Ixann  's  nnn  tiiil  an  gaol  ort, 
Sean  Albainn  chruaidh  na  mòraclid  aosda, 
Toirt  furain  duit  le  làmlian  sgaoilte, 
A  dh'aineoin  co  their  nacli  faod  i, 
Eoghain  gii  buaidh. 

Clia  Chrois-Tàra  na  Rosgcatha, 
Cha  ghaoii-  bàis  an  gàbhadh  chlaidh'ean, 
Ach  comhradh  soluis  nam  flaithean, 
A  tha  an  Innis-fàil  nan  luidhe 

Tk'  aig  Eoglian  gu  buaidh. 

Tha  laoich  nam  Breacan    a'  cm-  fàilt'  ort, 
Le  fnaim  stuic  's  le  caithream  clàrsaich, 
A'  labhairt  riut  a  nimn  thar  sàile, 
Le  seirc  fnil  uaibhreach  nan  Gaidheal, 
Eoghain  gii  buaidh. 

'S  eoil  doibh  Seanachas  na  h-Eireann, 
Anns  na  liunibh  cian  a  threig  sinn, 
'S  ni  iad  gu  deonach  a  leughadh, 
'Nuair  ting  i  o  mheòir  a'  chleirich, 
Enghan  gu  buaidh. 

'S  eoil  doibh  Eachdraidh  nan  àrmunn, 
OillioUollam  's  Connal  cearnach, 
Conn-buadhach  is  Lochlunn  làidir, 
Brian  Boroinihe  's  na  tha  dhiul)h, 

Aig  Eoghan  gu  Ijuaidh. 

Guidheamaid  dhuit  cliii  is  slàinte, 
Ui'ram  is  meas  anns  gacli  àite, 
'S  com'  nach  l)i  mise  mar  tha  each  dhuit, 
Hurù  mire  mo  chridh'  E.igh  na  Gàilig, 
Eòshan  gu  buaidh. 
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RANNAN  DO  UILLEAM  MAC  ILLE  CHRIOSD, 

Clo-bhuailteir  anx  an  Glaschu. 

Bhan  t-wjlKjar  's  an  am  air  a  rathad  anns  a  linne  eadar  Cinn-Tire 
is  lie,  deireadh  an  t-Samhraidh,  1SÒ7- 


Nuair  a  dh'fhàgas  am  pobull    He, 
Beanuachd  le  sith  na  h-Alba." — 

Calum-Cille. 


A  Dliiiin  Ard-Atliad*  aon  iiair  tearmunn  I-nan-leth 
Co  's  urrainn  innseadh  tiis  do  sgeòil,  no  bliadhnan  t-aois  ? 
An  robh  thu  'd  lùchairt  fhlaithean,  gean,  is  fleadh, 
'Nuair  thàinig  Ragnur  garg  le  chabhlach  dubli, 
'Nan  sgaoth  air  bilibh  nan  stuadh, 

A  steach  do  luib  a'  bhoglia  nihòir  ceann  baisg'  a  chuaiii, 
A  thonnan  a'  ruith  gu  tràigli  'nan  si'eudan  aghaidh  ri  ciil, 
A  Dhiiin,   na'n  iimseadh  tu  mar   bha,   bhiodh  sud  'na 
naidheachd  iir  % 

An  Dhn. 

Fhidriche  nan  ceistean  deacair  's  dian  gu  d'  chùis  thu, 

Cha'n  fhoghainn  leat  sgeula  Teachdaire  no  rim-fliir, 

Leig  seachad  sin.     Tlia'n  liine  goirid, 

Amliairc  deiseil  gu  Maol  na  bàinidh, 

'S  innis  gun  mlioille  na  chi  thu  mar  a  tha  iad. 

Am  Filidh. 
Tha  eithear  ùr,  shnasmhor,  o'n  chladach  a'  gluasad, 
Le  analachd  cruaidh  sgaireap  athair  'na  siiiil, 
Osannan  lar-ghaoith,  'ga  sparradh  'na  luath-ruith, 
Thar  sumannan  uaine,  àrd,  tuaireapach,  dlùth, 

*  Au  old  fortress  ou  the  Mull  of  Oa,  opp;  site  that  of  Kintyre. 
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Ag  eirigh  's  a'  leumnaicli, 

Le  taosgadh  nan  trast  chaislean, 
Tàbli*  gbleachd  nan  das-mheall,  nach  caisgear  le  bòsd, 

Tha'n  stiùradair  tùrail, 

Le  cùrani  'g  am  fiaradli, 
Air  gualainn  's  air  sliasaid  na  fleasgairtf  fo  seol, 


Tha  gabhail  air  fuaradh  gu  I-leth|  Chlanu  Dòmhnuill, 
Gu  cala  nan  òb  's  am  bi  tartar  nan  i'àmh, 
Leodamus  §  riabhach  nan  liath  charraig  sgealljach, 
Bàbhunn  ||  a'  gbaiumhean  nach  doichealladh  tàmh, 

Do  sgioba  na  birliim, 

O  cheann  Tire-moire, 
A'  teannadh  gu  còrsa  deas  Innis  nan  P^igli, 

Sean  daoin'  is  macain, 

'S  na  's  urraimi  a  faicinn, 
A'  moladh  a  h-astair  o  Thar-sgeir  gu  tir. 


Tha  toiseach  ri  garbh  thonnan  fairge,  'g  an  srachdadh, 
Goil  cliuartagach,  ghlas-gbeal,  a'  frasadh  o'n  stiiiir, 
Sgrioeh  siubhal  bàta  nan  stràcan  caol  dionach, 
A  cheannsaich  sruth  ioganach*  torn  chiil  an  Dùin, 

Na  caoirean  geal  sgainneart, 

A'  sgoltadh  's  a'  stealladh, 
Roimh  chinneidean  daruich  na  h-eal'  aig  a  luath's. 

Le  oiteagan  pioirach, 

Aird  Inasdail  chorraich, 
'S  glas,  fuaraidh,  a  bi-oilleach  ri  coigreach  o'n  chuan. 

*  The  sea.     +  Barge.     J  ic,  the  island  of  halves — Islay. 
§  At  present  Port-Ellen,     il  Bulwark.     IT  Deceitful. 
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Tha'n  àrdracli  gliasda  'na  deannamh  troimh'n  chaol , 
A'  cur  garbhaii  an  t-saobh-shruth  na  chabhadh  m'a  sròin, 
Aig  fosgiadh  na  linne  nach  salaicli  a  h-eideadh, 
Fo  chèabhar*  glan  speuran  a'  bulgadh  nan  seol, 

Shite  r'a  crannaidh, 

Ard,  cannacli,  min,  sùiglit', 
A  doire  nam  fiùran  'an  giùbhsacli  Loch-sluaigh, 

Tir  sinnsir  a'  Ghàidheil, 

ISTach  nàraich  le  ghniondi  i, 
So  fhàilte  do  He  le  piob  DhòmhnuiU  ghruaim. 

Fonn  : — "  Nighean  donn  na  h-àiridh." 
Thug  thu  thairis  cliii  na  marachd, 
'S  cha  bu  bharrachd  sud  air  t-àbhaist, 
Tha  cuireadh  nan  aosd  's  nan  òg  dhuit, 
Le  cliar  chiùil  òighean  is  bhàrdaibh. 

Cha'n  ioghnadh  e  mar  mheas  d'an  còmhail, 
Gur  e  mo  cheòlsa  do  cheud  fhàilte, 
B'  iomadh  flatli  greadhuach  is  milidh, 
A  dli'eisd  mo  sgal  an  stri  nan  àrach. 

Aig  Sruitli-liath  ard  nan  daingeann  mural 
Am  braise  diibhlain  sbeinn  mi'n  àr-ghaoir, 
Le  riar  an  fhirein  do-lubaidh, 
G'a  clirich  nach  d'  ùmhlaich  do  nàmhaid.f 

'Nuair  chualas  an  osag  slieideach, 
O'n  adhairc  chruim  ri  beul  an  àrmuinn 
Targradh  roisealach  na  buaidli  ud, 
A  dh'innsear  gu  buan  mar  a  bha  i. 

*  Slight  breeze— MacAlpine. 
f  A.D.  1304.     "  There  were  neither  high  oor  low  between  the  Orel 
(if  Caithness  and  Miller  Snowk  in  Galloway,  but  submitted  to 
Edward  this  year,  but  William  Wallace  alone  and  his  personal 
followers."— /oA«  de  Fordum. 
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Dli'aom  na  GHÌdheil  thun  a'chòmhnaird, 

Laist'  le  mòrchuis  mar  an  àbhaist, 

Ailpeinich  o'n  Leamhna  chraobliacb, 

Le  Calum*  Ai'd  cheann-feadhna  stàtail. 

Fo  bliratacli  criiin,  's  le  run  gun  fhiaradh, 

Stadh  na  dilseaclid  riamli  nach  d'fhàilnich. 

Eioghalaicli  oscarra  nan  garbli-chrioch, 

O  Choinneach  ]\Ior  Righ  Alba  dh'fluis  iad. 

Rùisgt'  ach  cneasag,!  crios,  is  feileadh, 

Le  slisich  gheir  ri  grein  a'  deàrrsadh, 

Liobhaidh,  glan  mar  leacan  reota, 

Fo  anail  fuachd  air  lòintean  fàsail. 

Garbh  chòmlirag  nan  treun  Mliac  nd, 

Cha  chluinn  's  clia'n  fhacas  na  thug  bàrr  air, 

Còig  m'an  aon  an  cuthach  streup  ruibh, 

'S  cha  d'fhàg  fear  as  a'  cheud  diubh  'u  làrach  ! 

Sin,  fhir  mhodhail,  gniomh  do  sheòrsa, 

Fìrinn  ghlan,  gun  sgleò  nach  fag  thu, 

Beatha  dliuit  gu  tir  Chlann  DòmhnuiU, 

Far  'n  naisgeav  mar  choir  riut  càirdeas. 

Am  mùireach  gheibh  thu  'n  "  Ise"  mhaiseach. 

Do  choimeas  "As  e"  ainm  a  nàduir 

Sonas,  rath  is  sith  gu  buan  duit, 

Cha  mhisd  na  chuala  mur  fheairrde. 

*  The  noble  patriot,  Malcnlm,  earl  of  Lennox,  fought  with  Wallace 
at  Stirling  Bridge,  1"J97,  and  adhered  to  Bruce  in  all  his  troubles 
till  freedom  was  restored  by  the  Battle  of  Bannockburn.  Having 
survived  the  king,  he  opposed  the  second  Baliol,  and  fought  for 
his  country  against  that  despicable  usurper,  till  at  last  he  per- 
ished, sword  in  hand,  in  the  eightieth  year  of  his  age^  at  Halidon 
Hill,  A  D.  133:3.  He  was  of  the  royal  line,  direct  from  Kenneth 
MacAlpine,  the  69th  king  of  Scots. 
t  Cneasaj  ;  i.e.  leine.  Tha'n  t-ainm  so  fhathast  a  measg  nan  Gh,id- 
heal  an  Siorramachd  Shruileadh. 
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EIRIN     A'     GUL 


Eilean  iomallaicli  na  li-Eòrp', 

A  thir  is  boidlich'  fo  cheanu-blirat  speur, 

Bu  trie  a  cliunnaic  mi  do  chòrs', 

A  nunn  tliar  Linue  mlior  nam  beuc. 

'Nuair  a  sbeideadh  gaotli  chiùin  o'n  iar-dheas, 
'S  an  iarmailt  gun  clieatliach  gun  neul, 
Bhiodli  na  Gàidbeil  's  an  Roinn  Ilicb, 
Ag  innseadh  d'a  clieile  do  sgèimh. 

Do  cbomhuardan  feurach,  maiseach, 
Lag  an  Rotba  rèidli  's  Magh  Aoidh, 
'S  do  dhoireachan  geugach  a'  toirt  fialtuis, 
Do  cbeolairean  sgiatbacb  nan  craobh. 

T'  fhaarain  gblan  a'  builsgeadh  f'lor-uisg, 
Do  threudan  lionmUor  feadh  do  gbleann, 
Do  cboilltean  do  tlndaichean  's  do  chluaintean, 
'S  tu  uaine  bho  clieann  gu  ceanu. 

A'  maduinn  neo-cliiontadid  na  li-oige, 
Ehuair  mi  sgeoil  nan  linn  a  db'falbh, 
Aig  cagailtean  lie  Clilann  Domlinuill, 
M'an  d'fliògradli  na  Gàidheil  o'n  sealbh. 

A  clioisri  fburanach  le'm  b'  eibhin, 
Aithris  sgeulachd  Innis-fàil, 
Ur  sgeulan  nan  aoidhean  coir, 
An  fcèistean  ceòlar  nam  Bard. 
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Shaoileadh  na  macain  gu'm  b'  fhior, 
Na  dh'innseadh  dhaibh  o  bhenl  nan  sean, 
'S  gu'n  robh  thus'  a  glmàtb  mar  'cbualas, 
Luath-ghàireach  sona  mar  sin. 

Tha  mi'n  diugh  mar  a  b'  àbbaist, 
A'  faicinn  d-fhaire  tbar  an  lear, 
O  chladach  tonnacb  deas-tbir  He, 
'S  is  dubhacb  ri  innseadh  do  chor, 

SgeuLx  mubiid  cuing  is  fograidh, 
Gort  is  bron  is  an-cbeart, 
*S  gun  duigb  air  t-fburtacbd  o  d'  phein, 
O  na  bhrist  tbu  fein  do  neart. 

C'àit'  am  bbeil  gaisge  nan  tri  Aodh, 
0'  Dombnull  laocbail  's  O'  Neill, 
'S  Mac  Guidhir  gun  atbadb  ri  nàmh, 
A  sheas  gu  bàs  ma'n  do  gheiU. 

C'àit'  am  bheil  sliochd  nan  treun, 
Aig  Diin-a-bheire  nach  d'  eur  gleachd, 
'Nuair  a  dh'aom  iad  mar  thuil  nan  sliabh, 
Fo  bhililjh  nan  sgiath  breac. 

Na  creagan  a'  freagairt  le  comh-fhiiaim, 
Da'n  iolach  bhiiadhach  air  a  bhlàr, 
Na  bolgairean  sinte  gun  deo, 
'S  am  fail  a'  cronanaich  air  làr. 
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TIGH  DHOMHNUILL. 


Flair  sliuairce  nacli  cuala, 
Na  fliuair  mi  ri  aithris, 
Ma  thig  thu  do'n  bhaile, 
'S  gur  fada  leat  fheòraich, 
Ma's  fheaiT  leat  na  innseadli, 
Thu  dli'fhaicinn  gur  firinii  e, 
Thig  is  gabh  an  rathad  direach  so, 
A  SÌOS  gu  tigh  Dhomlinuill. 

Gheibh  thu  cuireadh  neo-ghruamach 
Is  uaisle  gun  àrdau, 
Nach  toir  Gallaibh  gu  bràth  dhuit, 
Cha  b'e  àbhaist  an  t-seors'  e, 
Fàilt  iarnaidh  na  faoileachd, 
A  bheir  rughadh  a  t'  aodann, 
Leis  an  cuimhnich  thu  daonnan, 
Fear  de  dhaoin'  is  tigh  Dhòmhnuill. 

Chualas  cuireadh  Righ  Fèine, 

'S  na  db'eirich  air  iarrtas, 

A  dhol  gu  feisd  fiadhach, 

'S  fear  is  ciad  aig  gacli  bòrd  diubh. 

Sean  aoidheachd  nan  Gaidheal, 

Saor  mar  thonnan  an  t-sàile, 

'S  ged  thug  Fionn  leis  an  àireamh, 

Dh'fhan  an  àbhaist  ais;  Dòmhnull. 


TIGH    DHOMHNUILL. 

Tliall  an  Eòrabus  uaine, 

Nam  fuar  thobar  flor-uisg', 

Ag  eiridli  o'n  dilinn, 

A  lionas  ga'm  beoil  iad, 

Sior  chaochain  gun  tràghadh, 

A  teachd  gnn  chriocli  annt'  o  nudur, 

As  an  d'  Ò1  na  fir  làidir, 

Far  an  d'àracliadli  Dòmlinull. 


B'  iomadh  curaidli  nacli  liibadb, 
Air  CÙ1  nan  lann  Stàilin, 
A  tliogadh  's  an  ait'  ud, 
Far  nacli  d'  fliàgadh  aon  corr  dhiubh 
Slioclid  nam  Fineaclian  lionmlior, 
Uaill  mhaithean  is  Riglirean, 
Da  'm  bu  cbleachdadh  le  firinn, 
Mar  a  db'  innsear  air  Dombnull. 

B'  annamb  Rigb  na  fear-storais, 
A  db'  fhògblum  mar  Ilicb, 
A  bbi  cuireadb  na  cbìt', 
A  teacbd  gu  tir  air  an  còrsa, 
Cba  bliiodli  combl'  aca  dùinte, 
Bbiodb  lucbd  turuis  gun  cbùram, 
'S  gus  an  gbiisear  gun  liitb  e, 
Bitbidb  a  cbliù  ud  air  Dòmbnulb 

Tbug  na  Gaill  dbinn  ar  dùtbaicb, 
Gun  dùil  ri  a  faotuinn, 
'S  gu  criocban  an  t-saogbail, 
Tba  sinn  ss'aoilt'  air  ar  fò^ralb, 
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Fhir  a  ruigeas  na  bràtlirean, 
Thai'  cuan  Salaiii  na  gàirich, 
Thoir  ar  beannac'id  gu  bràtli  clImiLli, 
'Us  òran  Gaelic  tigh  Dhòmhnuill. 


RANì^AN   DO    IAIN   MAC    lONxMHUINN, 

DiiirC  uasal  Gaiihzalach  alj  Drochai  I  Choitc,  an  trexs  latha  de  ' 
bliadkna,,  ISJS. 

FoNN. — "  2\vei'(ldide." 

All  tàinig  màirneal  air  fuiglieall  nan  Claim, 
Neo-sliunnd  tiamhaidh  mar  an  trom  a  bhàis, 
O  c'  ait'  am  faigbear  'n  an  dèigh, 
Spiorad  uabhair  nan  treubbacli  a  blia. 
Sglath  Alba  sgiùrs  gbreadaidh  nan  Gall, 
Nach  d'fhògblum  eagal  na  an-toil  nan  trail], 
Riamh  do  nacli  b'  aitbne  bhi  saor, 
Acb  an  geimhlean  na  daorsa  mar  blia. 

Nacb  tiamhaidh  thu  chlàrsach  an  Tàir, 

Gun  lamb  ealaiit'  a  dbùsgadh  do  theud, 

Dh'  fhalbb  na  h-aosmhoir  a  mheasad'i  do  cheòl, 

'S  a  nis  cha'n  aidicli  an  oige  dhuit  spèis, 

Tha  smùr  dì-chiiimhn'  a'  dubhadb  do  clilùr, 

A  clileaclid  bbi  mùirneach  an  àros  nam  fiisd, 

Sgeula  mulaid  a  Guàilig  a  falbh, 

Is  tabbann  fiadhain  nam  borb  aims  gacli  beul. 

Q 
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A   QUAILIG. 

Fhilidh  dbianmlioir  's  e  is  miosa  gur  fior, 

'S  cùis  nach  ceil  gun  do  dhiobradli  mo  choir, 

Ach  tog  do  cliruit  is  tlioir  teaclidaireachd  bhuam, 

Gu  fear  fior  nach  toir  fuath  dhomh  ri  bheò, 

Gàidheal  uasal  de  mheangain  nan  Righ, 

Mac  na  seirc  a  tha  dileas  gun  gho, 

Fear  is  ionmhuinn  leinn  againn  is  bhuainn, 

'S  Ionmhuinn  ainm  leinn,  a  shnuadh,  is  a  dhoigh. 

Tha  cneasdachd  is  carantachd  cliaoin, 

Mòrachd,  firinn,  is  caomhalachd  bhlàth. 

Mar  bhuaidhean  nàdurr'  an  sealladh  a  shùl, 

'S  'nan  riaghailt  cleachdaidh  a  sfciixradh  a  gnàth, 

Fhir  mhacant'  cha  tuilleadh  's  a  chùir, 

Na  'm  b'  urrainn  mise  le  cùmhraJh  nam  Bàvd, 

Innseadh  mar  fhuair  mi  thu  riamh, 

0  na  ghhic  mi  a  cheud  uair  do  h'lmh. 

Tha  cuid  ann  a  their  is  nach  dean, 
Tha  cuid  a  dh'  àicheas  toil  nèimh  's  gun  a  rùdh, 
Tha  cuid  eile  'n  an  ainneartaich  chruaidh, 
Nach  toir  deadh-rùn  na  fuasghidh  do  chàch, 
Cha'n  e  aon  diubh  do  chleachdadhs'  fhir  chiùin, 
Ach  modhail,  stokla,  sèimh,  dìirachdach,  fial, 
Theirear  so  leis  na  h-ail  thig  a'  d'  dheigh, 
Le  caithream  Gàilig  a  dh'eisdear  le  miadh. 

Far  an  eirich  na  Gàidheil  thar  cuain. 
Mar  lusan  lionmhor  nam  bruach  ri  this  grein, 
'S  gach  treubh  dhiubh  a'  gleidheadh  le  uaill, 
Cuimhn'  an  diithcliais  an  "  guaillaibh  a  clieil'" 
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Bithldh  fuil  gliaisgeil  na  Mac  nd  thar  cliàicli- 
'S  an  gmomh  àraidh  's  gach  ait  aims  an  teid, 
'S  gum  a  buan  a  bliios  tusa  mar  tha, 
'Na  d'  cldach  bhnnait  mar  dh'fhàg  iad  thu  'n  dè. 


IAIN    OG. 

Fhua'tr  an  t-ujhdar  paipeirnaijheachd  aj  innseadh  gu'n  tainir)  am 
bcdachan  so  Iain  Mac  Pharuij  Mac  Iain,  1SG4- 

Fhuair  sinn  Gàsaid  mliòr  na  Benrla. 
'S  b'  fhada  leathan  i  ri  leugliadli, 
B'  iomadh  gnothnch  fear  is  te, 
A  dli'fhàg  sinn  nile  'n  ar  dèigh  innt', 
'Nuair  a  fhuair  sinn  buaidh  na  sgenladid, 
Thàinig  Iain  Og. 

A  Mhacain  bhòidhich  mile  fàilt  ort, 
'S  Mac  lonmhunn  eil'  tlm  ris  an  ait-eamh, 
Co  Gàidhealach  ri  fraoch  an  fhàsaich, 
Gheibh  thu  gai  cùramach  d'  àrach, 
Slàint'  is  sonas  buan  do  d'  mbàthair, 
Thàinig  Iain  Og. 

Ma  blieir  thu'n  diithchas  o  d'  sheanair, 
Bithidh  tu  firinneach  fearail, 
Thig  slth  is  sonas  riut  a  leanas, 
Thig  urram  leat  o  d'  ainm  so  'n  fhcar  ud, 
O  na  tha  chuis  a  nis  gun  mhearaclid, 
Gu'n  tàini"  Iain  Oar. 
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Dùisg  do  tlieiulan  a  chlàrsach, 
Tog  fonn  la  poncan  na  Gàilig, 
Gus  naeli  bi  fear  anns  an  àl  so, 
Is  mo  a  gheibh, 
De  cheòl  's  do  Lhardachd, 

Na'n  dai'a  Iain  Og. 

Chithear  tliu  fatliast  mar  is  dual  duit, 
Le  claidheamh  iiiòr  is  breacan  guaille, 
Crios  airgiodach  's  biodag  chruadbach, 
Thelrear  Alpeineach  gu  buan  riut, 
A'm  fad  's  am  fagusg  far  an  cualas, 
Gu'n  tàinijr  Iain  O2. 


PARUIG    KAN    DEALBH. 


An  teach  daireacbd  so  tbun  nan  Gàidlieal, 
Anns  gach  ait'  air  tir  's  air  fairge, 
Innleacbd  ùr  a  ghleidheas  cuimhne, 
Ka  tbeid  bbuainn  tliar  tuinn  air  the  ii'badh, 
'S  ma  tliiileas  na  nacb  till  iad  thairis, 
'S  eibhin  an  sealladh  mocb  is  anmojb, 
Dealbb  na  dli'fbalbb  a  bbi  'ga  fhaicinn, 
'S  dealbb  na  db'fban  a  bhi  'n  taisjt'  an  earl 
Aig  mic  is  nigheanan  is  bràitbrean, 
'Nuair  a  db'f  bàgas  iad  a  cbèile, 
Anns  gacb  tir  an  dean  iad  cjmhnuidhj 
Sean  is  og  's  na  tbig  'nan  deigb  an  it' 
Gleidbidb  so  an  crutb  's  an  ao:as, 
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'S  comli-ioiman  leis  aois  is  leanabaclicl, 

'S  firinn  e  le  gathan  soillse 

N'ach  urrainn  foill  a  chiiir  air  aimlireidh, 

Thus'  a  leughas  an  rami  so, 

Ged  a  dli'fliaodas  tu  'bin  ganii  deth  stèras, 

Thig  a  nail  gu  Sraid  lamaica. 

Far  am  faic  thu  fèin  an  corr  dbetli, 

Gheibh  thu'n  talla  mor  na  Ii-innlead  d, 

Gàidheal  dileas  a  chuir  fàilt'  ort, 

Fear  modliail,  suairce,  duineil,  siobhalt, 

'S  nach  bi  miodhar  ruit  m'a  i^haigheadh, 

'S  e  's  ainm  dha  Paruig  og  Mac  Ualric, 

Duin'  nasal  à  Earra-ghàidheal, 

'S  cha-n'eil  a'  m  Breatnnn  na'n  Eirinn, 

Fear  eile  's  an  dreuchd  a  bheir  bàrr  air. 


B  R  A  N^ .  * 


Thus'  a  bran  mo  chuilein  bòidheac-h, 
Tha  thu  laghach  spòrsail  suairc ; 
Cha  bhi  thu  tabbann  ri  daoine, 
No  cur  nan  caorach  anns  an  ruaig, 
Cha  tèid  thu  nunn  air  Dun-ghairseig, 
A  dhol  ga'n  sgànradh  feadh  nam  bruach, 
Cha  b'ionnan  is  Collie  Iain, 
Dh'ith  e  shàith  dhiubh  iomadh  uair, 

'S  iad  na  rannan  so  ceiid  oidhirp  an  ughdair,  'nuair  a  bha  e  'n  a 
bhalaclian  a'  gleidlieadh  cruidh,  aig  Iain  Mac  a  Bhriuthain 
tuathanacli  measail,  ann  an  Losaiil  na  Ranna  an  lie.  Bha  'm 
buacliaille  's  an  am  dlutli  air  ccitliir  Miadlma  deng  do  dh-aois. 
B'e  Donua:liadli  a  tha  'n  so  air  ainmeachadh,  mac  mor  an  tuath- 
anaich. 
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Tha  tliu  leumneach  lùglior, 
Mireagacli,  surdail,  's  thu  luath  ; 
Bheir  mi  roinn  dnit  do  na  gheibb. 
'S  cumaidh  tu  na  Lodaich  bhuam  ; 
'Nuair  a  thig  an  Sac-ban  's  a'  Chaointeach, 
'S  na  tha'n  Gleann  Mac  Aoidh  dhiubh  nuas, 
Bheir  iad  Donnacliadh  do  'n  Bhruth  leò, 
Gleidh  thus'  TJiHeam,  's  ^heibli  thu  duais. 


Theid  mi  do  'n  lodan  am  fhalcadh. 

'S  bithidh  a  ghlaisrig  air  a  bhruaich, 

'S  'nuair  a  ghlaodhas  mi  "  ciil  chas  "  riut, 

Cha  bhi  an  t-ath  shealladh  dhi  shuas  ; 

Bithidh  mi'  n  sin  a'  Su'inii  an  ihe;ulai:i, 

'S  tusa  beiceis  ni'  an  cuairt, 

'S  tu  ag  amharc  an  toir  mi  cead  duit, 

A'  sgi'ogadh  speirean  an  daimh  ruaidh. 

Cha'n  iarr  thu  snaoisean  no  tombaca, 
Cha  bhrist  thu  ghis  's  cha  bhi  thu  'g  òl  ; 
■'S  fheàrr  leat  a  bhi  ruith  nam  feitheid, 
'S  bhi  leams'  a'  gleidheadh  nam  bo, 
Seasaidh  tu  air  Creag  an  fhithich. 
A  dh'fLaicir,n  am  bi  mis  r.d'  choir, 
'Kuair  bhios  an  fheannag  's  na  speuran, 
A'  raagadli  crt  le  beul  nan  groc. 

Bheir  m!se  dhnit  U'iit'.as  Fgiiobhta, 
Thu  bhi  d'ileas  air  mo  chùl, 
'S  nach  innis  thu  gu  'm  bi  mi  cadal, 
1^0  'g  ianaidh  nead  air  an  Dim  ; 
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Tha  thu  sleauihainn,  dubli,  's  do  cliluasan, 
A'  liibadh  a  nuas  m'ad  sliùil, 
'S  a  dh'aineoin  na  tlieir  luchd  an  tuaileis, 
'S  companach  duin'  uasail  ihu. 


AN     T-OIRCEAN, 


This  seems  to  be  but  a  fragment.  Those  who  heard  the  Bard  re- 
citing it  say  that  there  were  a  greater  number  of  verses.  The 
following  stanzas  are  all  that  can  be  found  among  the  manu- 
scripts of  the  poet. — R.  B. 

Oidhche  Shamhna  nan  Uruisg, 
Blia  mar  a  cliuaks  ùr  is  sean, 
Glaisrig,  Sac-ban,  is  Caointeach, 
'S  bodaicli  an  t-saogliail  fear,  is  fear. 

A  macli  a  uanibacban  's  a  frògan 
'S  iad  fiaclach,  crògaeh,  glas, 
'S  am  feusagan  calgach,  ròmach, 
Mar  sguab  eorna  slàn  o'n  dais. 

'S  iad  ag  iarraidh  balacli  an  Tail  ear 
So  mar  bha  's  mar  chaidh  e  as, 
'S  an  ruaig  air  gCi  lag  an  dùnainn 
'S  a  chòmlila  dùinte  's  i  fo  ghlais. 

Chuireadh  cliabh  's  a  blieul  ri  ùilar 
Bha  'n  Tore  beag  's  e  dùinte  steadi 
'Nuair  a  chnir  c  le  gnosan  na  griitde 
Bun  OS  ceann  a  luchairt  shlat. 

Dh'  fhalbh  e  gun  fios  duinn  fhàgail 
C  ait'  an  robh  e  dol  gu  stad 
Oircean  bhig  clilis  nan  àmhuilt 
Chuir  thu  mis  an  càs  crii  grad. 
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Sin'  tliuiit  Dùmlmull  's  e  glaodliaich 
'S  iomadh  saotbair  a  flmair  mi  riiit 
Tog  ort  a  nis  is  fag  mo  tlieaglilach 
Chain  mi  le  t-fhaoineis  a'  mhuc. 

Le  seideadh  gaoth  an  iar  is  clàdain 

'S  dealanach  a'  deàrrsadh  bras 

Bha  m'  fheoil  air  chritli  air  mo  chnàmban 

'Nuair  a  ghlaoidh  an  tàilear,  bi  mach. 

Cliaidli  gach  bruach  is  gleann  is  alld 
A  rannsacliadli  le  siubhal  chas 
'S  ma  's  fior  's  an  t-oircean  gun  fhaotuinn, 
TIiòisicli  caoineadli  's  greadadli  bhas. 


DRIOD-FHORTAX    IMHIR    A'    RACAIN. 


It  is  doubtful  whether  the  Bard  had  any  special  object  in  view  in  the 
following  peculiar  piece.  It  does  not  seem  to  be  complete,  as  a 
prose  sketch  of  it  which  was  found  among  the  Bard's  papers 
appears  to  contemplate  a  much  larger  list  of  adventures  on  the 
part  of  "  Imhir  a'  racain."  Whether  it  is  meant  as  a  satire  on 
any  parties  is  not  easy  to  determine.  It  is  chiefly  valuable 
on  account  of  the  many  Gaelic  words  and  phrases  in  it  that  are 
peculiar  to  Islay,  and  which  it  is  desirable  to  preserve  as 
specimens  of  the  dialect  of  the  Island. — R.B. 


Ge  b'e  bhios  a  feoraicli  co  as  a  tbt 
'S  CO  de  'm  bheil  mo  dhaoine 
Gach.  taobh  a  thàinig  : 
Tha  mi  de'  Chlann  a'  Chriiisgein 
A'  Srath  Mhic  Crialais, 
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Far  an  robh  iad  daonnan 

'S  an  coir  an  iarraidh, 

Torcull  dubh  nan  sgian, 

B'  iomadli  bian  a  dL'fheann  e, 

'S  ged  a  bha  e  iiair  is  ciad  aca 

An  giallan  a  bhrangais, 

'S  ged  a  bha  na  Tòire-dìreacli 

A'  stri  ri  glilacadh, 

'S  ged  b'  iomadh  gad  a  sbniomli  iad 

An  dùil  a  thacadh, 

Coma  chaidli  e  sàbbailt 

O  cbroicli  's  o  thoracbd, 

Cha  d'  fhuair  iad  mar  b'  àill  leò 

An  dul  an  ròp  e  ; 

Bha  Mac  mo  sheaiiair  XJisdean 

Liith-chleasach  sgairteil, 

Bhiodh  seiche  bo  chàich  aig' 

Air  a'  spàrr  an  tasgaidh, 

'S  'n  uair  a  thigeadh  na  maoir  air 

Timchioll  an  taUa, 

Bha  'n  toll  teichidh  dlùtli  dha  i 

Aig  CÙ1  a  bhalla, 

Cha  do  thachair  riamh  ris 

Air  sliabh  na  mòinteach, 

Air  garbhlach  no  air  reidhlein 

Na  glilacadh  beò  e, 

Gu  h-oidhche  dhubh  a  mhi-raith 

An  uamha  Robais, 

Thàinig  coin  is  daoine 

'Kuair  a  thuit  an  ceo  air  : 

Bha  bo  dhruim-fhionn  Eumainn 

Aig  air  a  seiche, 
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'S  beul  na  h-uamha  reidh  cUioiLli 

'S  guu  doiglj  air  teicheadh, 

Bba  m'  atliair  's  an  uamha 

'Kuair  a  ghlac  an  toir  iad, 

'S  cheangail  iad  gu  luath  iad 

De  dulan  corcaich  ; 

Bha  greimeanan  cruaidh  ann 

M'  an  d'fhuair  iad  a  macli  iad, 

'S  chroch  iad  an  ath  Luan  iad, 

Aig  creag  na  faicbe, 

'S  furasda  dhorah  innseadh 

'^a  Llia  m'  an  chùis  ud  ; 

Dli'  f bench  mi  aon  is  aon  diuLb 

Is  dbeuchainn  triiiir  dbiubb. 

Bha  Niall  dubb  nan  sgiiabaicbeau 

'S  am  buideal  Cleiricb, 

Shios  an  Tigh  na  bruaich  ann 

'S  an  cluasach  Mac  Enmain ; 

Griasaicbe  na  'n  iall 

Ftis  nach  iarr  mi  reite, 

'S  cluinnidh  tu  mar  a  fhuair  mi  e 

An  ciirs'  an  sgeala, 

'S  ceann-gi'eannach  nan  cnàmban 

An  cladb  an  rnambair 

Cbi  thu  mar  a  dli'fbàg  mi  e 

'S  a  cbràgan  ni'  an  t-sluasaid 

Bba  Marsauta  mor,  an  rue  feoir 

So  tball  ann.     'S  cba'n  fbada  dhomh  innseadh 

Mar  thug  mi  ceann  da. 

An  deigh  teannacbadh  na  sealbban 
Ai^r  ci"eag  na  faicbe. 
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Chaidli  mi  do  Ghleann-glivudaire 

'S  ghabh  mi  fastadh  ; 

Còig  Wiadhn'  an  deigh  sin 

Thill  mi  air  m'  er^las, 

'S  mi  'n  dùil  nach  aithneacliadli 

Aon  diiine  beo  mi ; 

Dheanainn  brain  ghleusda 

Co  clis  is  a  b'àill  leat, 

'S  ruithinn  mar  am.  fiadh 

Ag  iarruidh  do'n  dàmhair. 

Latha  bhann.     Ghabh  mi  sràid 

Gu  dail  a  mhuilinn, 

Bha  Niall  dubh  nan  sguabaichean 

Is  triùir  a  thuilleadh, 

A'  ceangal  nan  cualan 

Aig  creag  nam  faolan, 

Cha  robh  aon  de  na  chual  thn 

A  b'  fheàrr  learn  fhaotainn  ; 

Bha  fear  leis  Mac  an  t-sùgain 

Bu  lughmhor  e  aig  creag  na  faiche, 

'S  tri  gold  aig  air  a  ghuallain 

Air  ruighnead  's  air  cruadhas  's  nach  facas 

A'  fas  le  siigh  talamhainn, 

An  leithidean  's  an  àl  so, 

Dh'  fhàg  iad  gun  diog  Chum  a  Chniisgein, 

'S  b'e  Slid  diirachd  a  mheàirlich 

'S  CO  nach  cuala,  e  bhi  streap 

Ri  Tigh  Mhic  a'  Eallsa 

A  ghoid  a  Ph(jc'  eorna, 

Thuit  e,  's  bhrist  e  nghdalan  na  leise 

Air  ssjreaofan  nan  doirneasi', 


20  DRIOD-FIIORTAX  I.MIIIII  a'  RACAIN. 

Crochadair  Xèil]  duiUi 

Bha  cas-cliamain  air  o'n  uair  sin, 

Sin  duit  mar  a  thoill  e 

A  cliroich  nach  dli'  fhuair  e, 

Ghabh  mi  fhein  a  nunn 

A'  coiseaclid  gu  gasda, 

Thog  mi  luinneag  an  orain  so 

Flionn  is  fhacaiJ, 

Mar  gu  'n  deanadh 

Niall  dubli  dha  fein  e, 

Thoisicli  mi  'n  t-seisd  gu  ceMmhor. 

Foxx. 
O  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean 
A  bhuain  mi  far  an  d'  f has  iad 

An  d'fhàs  iad, 
0  hu  a  lio  na  sguabaichean,  &c. 
Dlieth'n  ghadrach  's  dheth'n  chreubhach  so 
'S  learn  fhein  na  th'  aig  a  gharadh, 

A  gharadh. 
O  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean,  etc. 

Bithidh  m'  imrich  far  an  gluais  mi  leam 
An  tuagh  's  a  phoite  bheàrnach, 

Bheàrnach. 
0  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean 
A  Ijhuain  mi  far  an  d'  fhàs  iad. 

An  d'  fhàs  iad. 
O  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean,  I'C. 
Tha  'n  eallag  's  core  nan  cualan  so 
Air  chuairt  leam  fad  mo  làithean 

Mo  làithean. 
O  hu  a  ho  na  scjualxxichean,  etc. 
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So  sàbli  an  fliichead  fiacail 

A  bha  riamh  learn  's  na  tuim  flieàrna, 

Tuim  Fheàrna. 
O  hu  a  lio  na  sguabaicliean,  (fee. 

O  hii  a  lio  na  sguabaicliean, 
A  bbuain  mi  far  an  d'  fhàs  iad,. 

An  d'  fliàs  iad. 
O  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean,  &c. 

Tha  eithe  mor  's  clach  shniaraidh  * 
A  clilach  bhliara  f  leam  gu  giarachadh  na  h-àsuig, 
Na  h-àsuig. 

O  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean, 
A  bhuain  mi  far  an  d'  fhàs  iad, 

And'  fhas  iad. 
0  hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean,  &c. 

Bithidh  smildan  taobh  na  bruaich  agam, 
Na  shuas  ri  stuaidh  na  làraicl), 
Na  làraich. 

baichexn, 
A  bhuain  mi  far  an  d'  fhas  iad, 

An  d'  fhas  iad. 
A_^hu  a  ho  na  sguabaichean,  &c. 

Beurachd. 

Dh'  fhalbh  mi  latha  bha  dhiubh 

A  sios  an  rathad  mor, 

Bha  cual  ghasan  air  m^  ghualainn 

A  sios  an  rathad  mor, 

*  'S  mithich  tarruiug  gu  clach  shniaraidh  leat, 
'S  gu  'm  faigheadh  Brian  a  le^ir. — Iain  lorn. 

t  Clach  bhliara. — G'.eann  Comhan. 
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Bha  sgiatlian  orm  fhein ! 

Da  dheich  dhiubh  's  da  chòig, 

'S  'n  iiair  a  ràinig  mi  shuas  an  so 

Bruach  lag  an  fhenir, 

Blirist  an  gamhain  an  teadhair 

'S  thug  e  mach  an  dail  mhor. 

Bu  ghann  a  fhuair  mi  sheiim  da 

Mar  a  chual  tlm, 

'Nuair  a  thug  e'm  priobudh 

Na  sill  domh  gas  sguabaich 

Air  a  ghiall,  a  dh'  fhàg  mi 

Ag  iarraidh  mo  chasan, 

'S  an  triiiir  eile  an  greim  riuin, 

An  diiil  mo  leagail, 

'S  iad  a'  spionadh  mo  chinn 

'S  'ga  m'  leadairt ; 

]Mo  phluicean  'n  an  imirean  dearg 

Leis  na  h-inean, 

'S  mo  chiabhan  'n  am  badan 

Leis  a  ghaoth, 

M'an  d'  fhuair  mi  sineadh 

A  chuir  's  na  casan, 

'S  Niall  dubh  a'  m'  dheigli 

Leis  an  tuaigh, 

'S  a  suas  Moin'  an  astair 

B'e  luaths  casan  Chlann  a  Chrùisgeiu 

A  thug  as  mi  ! !  ! 

An  deigh  seachduinn  is  da  latha 
Dh'  fhalbh  mi  fhein  sios  an  ratliad, 
Eainig  mi  cladh  a  bhocahi, 
An  taobh  shuas  de'n  Allt  fluògach  ; 
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Dli'  amliairc  mi  nnnn  gus  a  bimlla 

Bha  teadhair  mhòr  'iia  cuach  air  bara ; 

Smudan  a  foid-lasaidh  na  pioba, 

'S  ceum  na  dhà  an  taobh  shios  dhiubl:, 

Chunnaic  mi  an  rait-clieann, 

Ceann-raiteach  chràg  an  ruamhair 

'S  a  shron  an  àird.     Ri  bile  na  bruaiclK; 

Sluasaid  mhor  chrom  'na  cbrogan, 

'S  e  togail  mar  a  leigeadh  an  deo  leis  ; 

Fear  le  piocaid  aig  a  cliùl-thaobli 

A'  cladhach  's  e  gromhan.     Hug  air. 

Ghabli  mi  fhein  niniii  gu  gasda, 

'S  an  racan  agam  £o  m'  asgaill, 

Dli'amhairc  e  nail, 

'S  dii'  amliairc  mi  nunn, 

Gus  an  tuigeadh  e  co  bh'ann, 

'S  braoisg  orm  ris  gu  cùl  mo  cliàireaii, 

'Niiair  a  thog  mi  luinneag  an  òi  aiii. 

'S  cinnteacli  gur  trie  a  chual'  Ihu 
Fonn  brigis  Mliic  Ruairidh. 

O's  gasd'  an  obair  an  ruamhar  so, 
Oir  cladhachaidh  a  pliiocaid  na  brur.cban  domh, 
Fhaic  tbu'n  toll  ùr  so  a  th'  agam  'ga  bliùracli 
'S  gun  ach  na  suilean  an  nachdar  dliiom, 

'An  naclidar  dliiom. 

Cuiridb  mi  draing  gu  m'  ehluasan  orm, 
'Kuair  a  thogas  mi  h-uile  Ian  sluasaid  as  ; 
C'lunnaic  tu  an  torr  m'  an  d'  tàiuig  tu'm  choir, 
'S  tlia  tighinn  fodhad  mo  slir?>n  a  bhualadh  ann. 
A  bhualadh  ann. 
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Tha  calg  air  mo  Lliathais  's  clia  ghluaisear  e, 
Le  gaoth,  na  le  siaii  a  bhuaileas  air  ; 
Seiceal  na  cir  cLa  robh  ann  's  cha  blii 
!N'acli  cabadli  aon  sgriob  troiiiih  m'  chuaileiii  iad. 
Troimh  m'  chuailein  iad. 

Tha  cleideagan  caBiagacL,  cuaicheanach, 
'Ka  'm  pabagaii  caiste  's  cha  ghluaisear  iad, 
'Na  'm  2)eallagan  dliith  aig  higaiu  ino  shùl, 
'S  tha  caitein  aig  ciil  mo  chhiasan  diubh. 

Mo  chluasan  diubh. 

So  an  t-Earrach  is  feàrr  dhomh  fhuair  mi  ann, 
Cha  'n  fhàgar  seiche  dhiubh  'n  uachdar  leis  ; 
Bha  deich  ann  an  de  's  tha'n  diugh  ann  ochd-deug 
'S  togaidh  so  dhomh  'ga  reir  mo  thuarasdah 
Mo  thuarasdah 

O's  aoibhin  learn  fliein  na  fhuair  mi'n  diugh, 
'S  bithidh  coig  's  da  fhichead  Di-luain  agam, 
'S  gach  latha  'ga  reir  mar  a  thig  iad  'na  dheigh, 
'S  bheir  Di-Sathairne  ceud  da  uair  dhomh  dhiubh. 

Ceud  da  uair  dhomh  dhiubh. 

BEURRACHD. 

Cha'n  fhaca  mi  cir  o  bhliadhna  'n  t-sùmhraidh  dhaoir. 
A'  saoil  thu  a'  bheil  deur  uisg  an  taobh  so  Mhadagan- 
n:i-:iionadh.* 


*  Eadar   inadagan   na   mouadh   's    Lon    a    chuaiu   tha   sith    na 
h-Alba. — Sean-fhacal. 
Aon  diubh  am  bràigh  LiuLhan  's  an  t-aon  eil'  am  brhighe  Eaiuncach. 
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Dh'amliairc  e  nunu  air  an  teadliair, 
Tha  thu  tighinu  air  t-aghaidh,  ars'  esaii, 
Seile  na  cuaig  am  beul  na  cathaig 
An  duthchas  a  mac  mar  an  t-athair. 
Thòisich  e. 

Coilleagag  o  liireagi  o  hu  ro 

Air  a  ghnosaire  so  Mac  a  Cliriiisgein, 

De  Chlann  a  Clirùisgeiu. 

Tha  Uisdean  air  ais  's  a  bhallach 
Ged  a  chunnaic  sinn  gu  leir  's  a  ghad  e, 
'S  an  dul  air  sgair  na  teang  a'  teanuadh, 
So  agaibli  againn  as  ur  e. 

Coilleagag  o  liireagi  o  huro 

Air  a  glinosaive  so  Mac  a  Cliriiisgein. 

De  Chlann  a  Chriiisgein. 

Chuir  mi'n  teadhair  air  a  bhara 

Mar  chuimhn'  air  Sron  Croraain  t-athair, 

A  sporgail  's  an  lub-ruith  air  andiaich, 

Bithidh  tus'  anil  fathast,  glieiV)li  mi  triuir  dhibh. 

Coilleagag  o  hireag  o  huro  o  hu  ro 

Air  cnoc  na  croiche  clireag  na  faiche, 
Bha'n  teadhair  so  iir  ruighinn  gasda, 
Bha  mi  slaodadh  an  casan 

'S  gu  b'  fheàirrd  a  thacadh  Clann  a  Chriiisgein. 
Clann  a  Chriiisgein. 


An  gnosaire  so  fhein  de  Chlann  a  Chriiisgein. 
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'Se  th'agam  dliuit  air  gu  roLli  an  cnamhan  'ga'rn  piccadh 
aig  an  Lighiclie  niLor  chrom  Mac  a  Bhrangais.  'S  'nuair 
a  blia  iad  aig  a  chroman  mhòr  so  shuas,  Mac  a  Bhrangais 
'ga'n  creimeadh  's  'nuair  a  Lha  e  reidli  dhiuLh  tbng  e 
chuid  a  bh'ann  diulili  dhomb.  fhein  's  'nuair  thug  e 
dhomb  iad  chuir  mi  ann  am  Poc'  O'  Cròlagan,  am 
baigeir  Eireanach  iad,  's  'nviair  a  chuir  mi  ann  am  Poc' 
O'  Cròlagan  iad  chuir  mi  aig  cùl  do  chasan  ann  a  sin 
iad.  A  ghnosaire  an  diabhoiL  A  tha  thu  ann,  A  tha  thu 
ann.     Am  bheil  thu  deanadh  nach  aithne  dhuinn  thu  Ì 

Coillgag  o  hireag  i  o  huro 

An  crochaire  so  Mac  a  Chrùisgein. 

A  Cliriiisgein. 
Coilleagag  o  hireag  o  huro 

Bithidh  na  maoir  g'  a  ruith  a  màireach, 
'S  gheibh  e  dileab  nan  càirdean, 
An  gad  m'a  ambaich  is  glas  làmhan 
Oighreachd  nach  fag  Clann  a  Chriiisgein. 
Coilleagag  o  hireagi  o  huro,  o  huro. 

Ghabb  mi  fhein  nunn  gu  sgairteil, 

'S  thug  mi  slachd  leis  an  racan, 

Thun  a  shròin  aig  oir  na  bruaiche, 

Chum  e  romham  leis  an  t-sluasaid  ; 

Thug  mi  blireab  sin  thun  a  shùilean, 

Chaidh  spreadan  o  m'  chois  de  'n  ùir  annt'  ; 

Leum  6  nios  'n  uair  a  fhuair  e  anail, 

Draing  air  's  an  t-sluasaid  an  tarruing, 

Am  fear  eile,"  's  a  phiocaid  mhor  aige  a'  deàrsadh, 

A'  del  ga  m'  stiocadh  ris  a  gbàradh  ; 


DRIOD-FHORTAX  IMIIIR  a'  RACAIK  227 

Thug  mi  sinteag  thar  a  lihalla 

'S  mui'  bitheadh  casan  Chlann  a  Chrùisgein 

Bhitliinn  aig  bus  dubh  na  griiide, 

Air  mo  sheiche  leis  an  t-sluasaid  ; 

Tha  e  fathast  a'  m'  chluasan 

An  gròmhan  mionnachadh  a  bli'  aige 

'N  uair  a  chunnaic  e  mi  dol  as 

Gun  taing  dlia  suas  torn  an  eas. 

Ghabh  mi  nunn  gu  Cnoc  a  bheurain 

A  glireadadh  a  chluasaicli  Mac  Eeumain. 

Ràinig  mi  luba  nan  gèadh  ; 

Bha  lèana  rèidli  a  bhos  £o  'n  tigh 

'S  poite  mhòr  air  eallachain, 

'S  gealbhon  a'  losgadh  ri  'mas. 

Arsa  mise  rium  fhein, 

So  an  Griasaiche  doite, 

So  an  geota  *  an  teid  a  cheann ; 

Dh'  fhalbh  mi  nunn  's  an  racan 

Fo  m'  achlais,  's  thog  mi  luinneagan  orain. 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh, 
Thàinig  mi  'ghreadadh  a'  ghriasaiche, 
Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh. 

A  ghkxineachadh  an  lag  na  griosach, 
'S  na  deich  inean  agam  'na  chiabhaig. 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh, 

Thàinig  mi  ghreadadh  a'  Ghriasaich  ttc. 

Cuiridh  mi'n  greanna-cheann  's  an  rumaich, 
'S  a  ghleòidseach  air  a  mhuin  a  sgiamhail. 

*  Geota,  stagnant  water  and  mud. — Islay. 
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Heitiiin  bo  's  mi  ga  iarraidh 
Thàinig  mi  ghreadadli  a'  GLriasaich. 

Bitliidli  a  ghriiid  'na  bhial  's  na  shuilean, 
E  liugaireachd  's  mi  'ga  chiamhadh.* 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  ga  iarraidh, 
Thàiuig  mi  glireadadh  a'  Ghriasaich. 

Au  Griasaiclie  doite  Mac  Eumain, 
'S  eibhin  leam  'nuair  bhios  e  sianail, 

Hi'itirin  lio  's  mi  'ga  iarraidh, 
Thi'dnig  mi  ghreadadh  a'  Ghriasaich. 

Bithidh  e  sgalartaich  gu  gasda, 
'^uair  a  bheir  mi  racau  air  a  ghiall  da. 

Heitirin  ho  's  mi  'ga  iarraidh, 
Thàinig  mi  ghreadadh  a'  Ghriasaich. 
A  Ghriasaiche. 

Thug  e'n  dui-leum  *  sin  thugam, 

'S  rug  e  ail'  pliluicean  orm, 

'S  am  priobadh  na  siil 

Thàinig  ise  air  mo  chill, 

Ga  'm  sgrobadh  's  a  ghnogadh 

Mo  chinn  ris  a  chreig,  's  i  nuallartaich 

A  Ruairidh  thoir  an  sealbhan  as — 

An  slaightaire  Mac  a  Chriiisgein, 

Na  biodh  diiil  aige  dol  as. 

Ghlaodh  e  rithe 

Thoir  a  mach  a  Chore  choille, 

'S  cuiridh  sinn  as  da. 

Sgàll  e'n  toiseach  as  a'  phoitc  ml  òir. 

*  Ciamhadh. — Mauling  or  pelting — Islay. 

*  Dui-leum — suddeu  leap  or  spring. — Islay. 
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Tha'n  t-uisge  goileach  so  ami, 

So  an  t-àm  a  chuii-  'na  sliùilean  : 

'Nuair  a  chuala  mi  sud 

Thug  mi  leum  clis  g'a  fhàgail, 

Chuir  e  na  h-inean  troimli  m'  cbluais 

Ma'n  d'fhuair  mi  niacli, 

Ri  lèana  Mhàrtin 

'S  an  dithist  a'  sgàraicli  a'  m'  dheigh 

'S  ua  doirneagan  a  ruidhleadh  m'am  cliluasaa, 

An  corr  a  bh'ann  diubh, 

'An  deigh  S23Ùllan  a  Chluasaicli 

'S  na  toofsaid  ruadli  Nic  a  Blirandair. 


Coma  leat  e  seachduinn  an  deigli  so, 

Air  mo  chuairtean,  ràinig  mi  tigh  na  bruaiclie, 

'S  0  na  chuala  tii  m'an  Lhuideal  chleirich. 

So  dhuit  a  sgeul  le  each. 

Bu  choma  learn  riamh  e, 

B'  àbhaist  da  bhi  'ga  m'  ghreadadh 

Mu  na  h-easgaidean  le  gad, 

'Nuair  a  bhithinn  a'  glaodhaich. 

"  Am  mùigean  "  ri  athair, 

'S  "  am  buideal  's  a  chnag  "  ris  f  hein. 

Ghabh  mi  nunn  gu  gasda 

'S  an  racan  £o  m'  asgaill 

Chuir  mi  braoisg  orm  ris 

Airson  tarruing  as, 

Dh'amhairc  e'  nail. 

Arsa  mi  fhein  ris — 

Tha'm  poca  saic  a  steach 

Fhaic  sibh  a'  leth  bharaille, 

Tha'm  buiseal  a'  so. 
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Ma  tlia  chriclhe  aig  tighinn  a  macli 
Cuiridh  nii'n  ceami-peileir 
An  ceann  peileir,  's  an  dig  an  da  mhionaid, 
B'ann  an  sin  a  tbog  mi  luiuneag  an  òrain 
Mar  so  : 

Poca  saic  mo  cliumadli  fhein, 
Am  buideal  Mac  Mhiiigein, 
Glieibh  e'n  racan  air  a  bhrideig* 
Am  buideal  Mac  Mlmigein  ; 
Bitbidli  e  sianail  's  a  griosadh, 
Am  buideal  Mac  Mhiiigein 
'S  bithidh  tusa  rithist  'ga  innseadh 
Air  a  bhuideal  Mac  Mbuigein. 

Gheibb  e  pailleart  'na  dlieigh  sud, 
A  chnag  so  Mac  Mhiiigein, 
Air  maothan  a  chlèibhe 
A  clinag  so  Mac  ^Mhiiigein, 
Hug  's  hoirion  leis  an  racan, 
Air  a  chnag  so  Mac  Mhiiigein. 

Thug  e  sriotan  mionnachaidh  as 
Ag  radh  "  Croicli  chreag  na  faiche," 
'S  e  'g  amharc  amach. 
Thug  mi  slaclid  le  m'uile  dheòin 
Thun  a  shròine.     Clia  d'  amais  an  racan 
Ged  nach  faca  mi  fad  mo  re 
E  bualadh  buille  b'  fheàrr, 
Oil-  dh'fhàg  e  eag  anns  a  bhòrd  chruaidh, 
Tuairmeas  òirlicli  d'a  cliarbad  iochdair ; 
Thug  e  clis  a  steacli  a  cheann 
Cha  robh  mise  mall  a  dhol  na  dhàil ; 
*  Biìdeag, — Crauium. — Islay. 
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Dh'èirich  e  thun  an  doruis 

Ghabli  mi  nunn  airson 

An  dòrn  a  thoirt  da  anns  an  duilleig,* 

Air  chor  's  gn'n  cumain  Ian  a  chridhe  ris, 

'Nuair  a  rachamaid  a  I'itliist  an  greim  ; 

Bi'n  fhoill  a  chuir  mi  o  m'  cliùis 

'Nuair  a  fhuair  mi  thaobh  mo  chuil 

Am  pailleai't  air  oisean  a  ghèill, 

A  chuir  teine-leus  o  m'  shùilean  ; 

B'e  sgraingeal  Mac  a  Cliraicinn 

Companach  na  cnaige  a  rinn  so, 

Chuir  am  huiseal  inean  a'  m'  shròin 

'S  e  sgròbadh  mo  shùilean  ; 

Fhiiair  mi  'n  dòrn  o  Mhac  a  Chraicinn 

Sè  na  seachd  de  uairean 

Air  a  ghiall  's  am  bonn  na  cluaise.     Na  claaise. 

Ma  'n  d'  fhuair  mi  carachadh 

As  àite  nam  bonn, 

'S  e'  glaodhaich  ris  a  Mhulpan : 

So  am  meàirleach  Mac  a  Chrùisgein 

A  theab  brathair  m'  athar  a  mharbhadh 

'S  a  chladh  Di-màirt. 

Gabh  dha,  mar  d'  urrainn 

Cuir  an  corran  speal  m'a  mhuineal  ; 

Leum  am  buideal  a  ghlacadh  a  chorrain  ; 

Thug  mi  sgrothadh  le  m'  uile  neart 

'S  anns  an  tionndadh 

Chuir  mi  mo  mhiar  a'n  sùil 

Mhic  a  Chraicinn.      Fhuair  mi  ;if;, 

'S  bha  'n  t-àm  ann. 

*  The  region  of  the  hings. — Islay. 
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Chuir  mi 's  na  casan 

A  suas  dail  na  ceàrdach, 

'S  an  ditbist  a'  m'  dheigh, 

'S  muv  bitlieadli  casan  Chlann  a  Chrùisgein 

Bha  luidlie  gan  eii-igli  air  Uisdean. 

Gu  de  th'  agad  a  blii  air  na  dlieth, 

Ach  goirid  an  deigh  so, 

Chaidli  mi  sios  gu  tigh  a  chreagain, 

Ged  a  bu  bheag  orm  na  bh'ann, 

An  sac  muill  am  JMarsanta  mor 

A  dh  'innis  do  Chlann  Eumainn 

Gu  'n  tug  mo  sheauair  leis  a  bJio, 

Do  Uamba  Robais  aig  enoc  a  cliulain, 

Gniomli  a  thug  a  chroich  air  Clann  a  Chriiisgein 

Ghabli  mi  nunn  gus  an  donis 

Sheas  mi  co  gasda  air  ceann  mo  chnàmh 

'S  a  rinn  mi  riamh  ; 

'N  uair  a  thainig  an  dabhacb  *  a  mach 

Air  an  stairsnich, 

Thoisicli  mi  gu  grad  an  t-oran ; 

Cha  d'  tàinig  esan  's  an  t-sealladli 

'S  an  am.     DL'  flian  e'm  falach  ; 

Shaoil  mi  nach  robh  agam  ach  an  sglorach,  j 

Thog  mi'n  coilleag  mar  an  àbhaist, 

An  rannan  àbalta  ceòlmhor. 

A  Marsant  Mor,  an  rue  feòir  so, 
Loiridh  mi  e'n  Ion  a  bhà-thigh,  f 

*  Dabhach — mash  tun. — Islay. 

+  Sglorach— a  big  slattern. ^Islay. 

J  Bà-thigh,  i.e.  byre,  hh  theach. — Islay. 
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A'  ci'àgradli  an  lag  an  dùnain, 

A  ghriiid  'na  sliuilean  's  e'  rànaich. 

A  Marsanta  Mòr,  an  rue  feòir  so. 

Cuiridli  mi  na  ciollan  muice 
'S  an  ceanu  pluic  an  luba  clilàbair  ; 
Nacli  gasd'  a  bhios  mi  'ga  shlachdadh 
Leis  an  racan  air  na  màsan. 

A  Marsanta  Mòr,  an  rue  feoir  so. 

Cuiridli  mi  'n  sgloraeb  's  a  gheòta, 

I  rbmhanaich  's  a  sron  's  an  làthaicli  ; 

G'an  Inidreadh  air  muin  a  clieile 

'S  eoma  learn  fhèin  an  gearra  'màidse  * 
Arsa  mise  ritlie  : — 

Bu  gLasd'  an  dol  a  bli'  agad  'n  uair  a  blirist  thu  bun 
na  slaifc  iasgaieh  air  mo  dhruim,  's  an  la  eile  a  thug  thu 
slachd  a  m'  ionnsuidh  le  cas  a  ghràip  ann  a'  so  fhein. 
'S  beag  a  tha  eadar  mi's  gabhail  duit  gus  am  bi  thu 
sgalail,  a  sliocaeh  a  tha  thu  ann. 

So  mar  a  bha  's  an  am, 

'S  gun  fios  agam  co  bha  thall  'ga  m'  èisdeachd  ; 

Thàinig  an  sac  muill  air  mo  chùl-thaobh 

Rug  e  orm  gu  dian. 

Thionndaidh  mi  'm  ehraieioiin  ; 

Chuir  mi  na  h-inean  'na  shiiilean 

'S  leig  mi  'n  fhiacail  air  cul  a  chràige, 

Leig  e  as  a  ghreim.     Chuir  mise  's  na  casan. 

Sliin  e  orm  gu  h-uamhain 

A.  suas  an  lonaeh  f 

Dh'fhàg  mibhèist  a'  sèideil 

Aig  an  tom  chonaisg 

*  i.e.  An  gearradh  niaide  ise.     Magaireachd  Ileach. 
+  Avenue. 
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A'    MHAIGHDEAN     ILEACH. 

eadar-theaxgaicht'  o'n  bheurla. 


Aig  cuan  nuallanacli  nam  bras  sliruth, 
'S  grian  ag  òraclh  nan  tonn  atmhor, 
Air  cluasaig  fheoir  's  an  Ion  'na  mhaise, 
Bu  trie  a  rinn  onrachd  m'  altrom. 

Air  oiteig  glilain  na  mara  seideadh, 
Chluinnt'  an  t-oran  gaoil  so  m'  Lheul, 
'S  crònan  an  uillt  troimh'n  reidlilein. 
Le  borblianaich  cliiiiin  ga  m'  liheusadh. 

Ruitheadh  ùin'  air  sgiathaibh  dì-clmimhn', 
'Nuair  tliogainn  ceòl  do'n  Mhaiglidinn  Ilich^ 
'S  a  mais  a'  fadadli  teine  diomhair, 
'Na  lasair  ghaoil  's  nach  faodaiim  innseadh. 

Ged  bhiodh  doirionn  cuain  a'  seideadh, 
'S  dealanach  feadh  neoil  ga'n  reubadh, 
'S  torunn  tàirneinich  a'  l)eucaich, 
Bheireadh  cuimhne  t-lonihaigh  ceill  domli. 

Dh'fhalbh  silili  gu  bratli  do'n  t-siorr'achd, 
A  làithean  mo  sholais  fior-glilan, 
N^a  h-uairean  a  thomhais  g'ar  cricli  sil:)li, 
Cha  till  sibli  a  dli'aiseag  sith  dhomh. 

'S  mi  seubhas  air  faich  a'  m'  onrachd, 

Ag  eisdeachd  thonn  ri  tir  a'  còmhrag, 

'S  cuimhneaehan  na  dh'fhalbli  ga  m'  leonadh 

Theich  sibh  nam  's  mi  so  gun  dochas. 
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IAIN    EORNA, 

EADAR-THEANGAICHTE    O    BHEURLA    REABAIRT    BURNS. 


Bha  tri  Righrean  anns  an  ear, 

Tri  Eighrean,  mòrail,  ard, 
Is  thug  iad  mionnan  gu'm  bu  choir, 

Iain  Eorn'  a  chur  gu  has. 

Ghabh  iad  crann,  is  threabh  iad  sios  e, 

Fo  na  sgrioban  garbh, 
Is  bhòidich  iad  le  mionnan  mor, 

Gu'n  robh  Iain  Eorna  marbh, 

Thàinig  an  t-earrach  beo  a  steach, 

Thuit  frasan  air  o'n  aird, 
'S  gliabh  iad  iongantas  ro  mhòr, 

Gu'n  robh  Iain  Eorn'  a'  fas. 

Thàùiig  grianaibh  teith  an  t-samliraidh  bhlàith 

Is  chinn  e  hiidir  garbh, 
Bha  cheann  fo  airm  le  sleaghaibh  geur, 

'S  CO  dh'fheudadh  beud  dha  thairgs', 

Thàinig  am  foghar  àigh  a  steach, 

Is  chinn  e  torach  glas. 
Thug  altaibh  seact'  air  giorra  shaogh'il, 

Is  chaochail  e  gu  grad. 

Bha  dhreach  ro  choltach  ris  an  aog, 

'Nuair  thug  an  aois  air  searg. 
An  sin  thòisich  a  nàimhdean  gu  leir 

Ri  cur  an  ceill  am  fearo^. 
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GliaLli  iad  arm  LLa  fada  geiir, 
A  gheàrr  mu  'n  ghliui  e  sios, 

Is  cheangail  iad  e  aii'  feun  gu  dliith, 
Mar  shamhlar  cùineadh  Rìgli. 

An  sill  leag  iad  e  air  a  dliruim  gu  luath, 

Is  bhuail  iad  e  gu  goirt, 
Is  chrocli  iad  e  's  an  doinionn  gliarbh, 

Ga  tliionudadli  tliall  's  a  blios. 

An  sin  lion  iad  sloclid  Lha  ogluidh  dorch' 

Le  li-uisg  gu  ruig  am  beul, 
'S  chuir  iad  Iain  Eòrn'  a  sios  gun  dàil, 

'S  e  slinàmli  ann  na  dhol  cug. 

Leag  iad  e  air  lirlar  cruaidli, 
'S  b'  e  sud  an  truaigli  bu  mliò, 

'S  luaisg  iad  e  a'  sios  's  a  suas, 
Oir  b'  fliuatli  leo  e  bbi  bcò. 

Le  lasair  loisgich  smior  a  chnàmh, 
Air  uachdar  àith  gu'n  d'  loisg, 

'S  bha  muillear  an-iocbdmhor  thar  cbàich, 
Einn  e  smàl  deth  le  da  chloicb. 

Fior  fhuil  a  chridhe  ghabh  na  seòid, 
'Ga  h-òl  m'an  cuairt  's  m'an  cuairt, 

Is  mar  bu  mbo  a  rinn  iad  ol, 

Chaidh  cainnt  am  beoil  an  cruadh's. 

Iain  Eòrna  tlia  'na  laocli  ro  dliùn', 
Neo-sgàtbacli  làn  do  dli'uails', 

Ma  db'fheuclias  tu  acli  fliuil  le  d'  bblas, 
Cha  ghealtair  thu  's  an  uair. 
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Bheir  e  air  duine  truagli  gun  sgoinn, 
A  bhi  gu  h-aoiblmeach  gascV, 

'S  blieir  e  air  bantrach  a'  bhi'òin, 
A  blii  seinn  gu  ceolar  ait. 

Bithidh  slioclid  an  Alba  shean  gu  buan, 
Aig  Iain  Eòrna  nan  cruaidii  ghleachd, 

Is  olaidh  sinn  ma'n  cuairt  a  shlàint', 
Is  cuach  an  làimli  gacli  neach. 
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SINE   BHOIDHEACH 
eadartheangaicht'  o'n  bheurla. 


Ged  a  sbèideas  soirbheas  as  gacli  àird, 
'Si 's  f eàrr  leani  f hein  an  iar, 
Tha'n  ribhin  mliaiseach  an  sud  beò, 
An  oigli  da  mo  mo  mhiann, 
Tha  coilltean  fiadliain  ann  a'  fas, 
TJillt  's  iomadh  mam*  'ga  'n  roinn, 
Tha  m'  uidhf  1«  Sine  a  dli-oidhch'  's  a  la, 
'Bhi  làmh  ri  i  gun  mhoill. 

'S  na  lusan  drùclidach  chi  mi  cruth, 
Snuadh  àillidh  's  ùrail  sgèimh, 
Tha  guth  mar  cheilir  eòin  an  àird, 
An  deòthan  blàth  nan  speur, 

*  Mam,  hUl  or  height.— See  Lexicons, 
t  Desire,  wish 
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Cha-n'eil  flùr  a  dh'fàsas  iis  an  flionn, 
Aig  fuai'an,  torn  na  raon, 
Na  eun  a  ghleusas  poncan  ciiiil, 
Is'ach  ùraieh  cllii  mo  ghaol, 

Seid  thus  lar-ghaoth.     Tlàthnihor  sèid 

Air  duilleach  geugan  chrann, 

Tlioir  leat  am  beach  le  t'  anail  chiiiin, 

Le  lòd  thar  stùc  is  gleann, 

Thoir  dhomhs'  an  ainnir  air  a  h-ais, 

Is  cuimir  glan  gach  uair, 

Aon  aiteal  eile  dhi  mar  bha, 

A  sgànradh  m'  fhadail  bhuani. 

Le  comh-bliòidean  naisg  sinn  gaol, 

Air  taobh  nan  cnoc  ud  thall, 

Far  am  b'  ait  leinn  tachairt  air  a  chèil', 

'S  bi  ar  n-eigin  sgaradli  ann, 

'S  ann  Duits'  amliàiu  da'n  eùil  gach  ni, 

'S  da'n  leir  an  cridh  gach  am, 

Gur  h-ann  air  Sine  's  mo  mo  run, 

'S  gur  dùrachd  fior  a  th'  ann. 

Mar  neo-chiontachd  an  uanain  bhig, 

A'  mireag  air  an  fheur, 

Cha-n'eil  a  lochd  a  chunnaic  daoin, 

Mur  coii'e  gaol  dhomh  fliein, 

Tha  sealladh  sùl  mar  dhril  an  driichd, 

Air  bileag  ur-fhàs  blàth, 

Tha  dealbh  's  a  mèin*  a  dreach  's  a  sgèimh. 

Gun  coimeas  deanadh  dhà. 

*  Mind,  disposition. — M'Le  d  and  Dewar, 
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Na'n  riomliadh  daor  air  bruachaii  Chluaidh, 

Bithidh  gruagaicheaii  air  doigli, 

Ach  tliar  gacli  ni  a  bhios  aii."  each, 

'S  Sine  's  fheàrr  gu  mòr, 

'N"a  h-earradh  dùthchais  bheir  i  bàrr, 

Air  stràic  a  bhail'  ud  shlos, 

An  culaidli  cliadadh*  glieibli  i  chliù, 

'S  CO  'dhiùltas  d'i  na's  fioi*. 


There  are  among  the  Bard's  papers  a  number  of  detached  verses  aud 
scraps  of  translations  and  songs  that  appear  to  have  been  contem- 
plated but  never  completed.  These  sometimes  consist  of  a  single 
distiche  or  a  single  verse.  It  is  needless  therefore  to  give  them. 
As  a  specimen  we  subjoin  a  verse  of  an  attempted  translation  of 
"  Lochaber  no  more."  The  following  lines  are  all  that  can  be 
found  of  it. — R.B. 


Soraidh  bliuan  do  Locliabar,  soraidh  bhuan  do  na  glinn, 
Do  gach  srutli  agus  ci-eachan  do  gach  srath  agus  beinn, 
Soraidli  bliuan  do  'n  tir  mhaiseacli  cliaill  sinn  ort  ar  coir, 
'S  gun  ach  teagamh  gu  'n  till  sinn  do  Lochabar  ni 's  mo 
Tha  gach  cagailt  gun  deathach  's  iad  gun  teine  gun  dion 
Cha  bhi  ar  dachaidh  mar  'bha  i  gu  bràth  ann  ar  tir, 
Cha  'n  'eil  an  t-aran  ri  fhaotainn  's  gun  daoine  gun  phor, 
Soraidh  bhuan  do  Lochabar  nach  bi  againn  ni 's  mo. 

*  Home-spun  tartan. 
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